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INTRODUCTION 

For the purpose of this collection it is 
necessary to give some general definition 
of an epigram and of an epitaph. 

I do not know that we can arrive at a 
better definition of an epigram than that 
it is a simple truth, wisely, wittily and 
shortly expressed. 

Wit and brevity are the main ingredi- 
ents. In the epigrams of ancient Greece, 
truth and simplicity of expression were 
more esteemed than wit. In later Roman 
times there came to be more bitterness and 
more antithetical point in the epigram, 
the sentiment was generally more complex 
and the higher taste was often lacking. 

The French have followed the Roman 
traditions, but the best Frencli epigrams 
are neater and generally less gross than 
the Latin ones. 
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The famous description of the epigram 
which is sometimes ascribed to Martial, 
but is almost certainly the work of some 
later scholar and scholiast upon the Latin 
author, is 

Omns epigramma sit instar apis : sit acuieus illi ; 
Srat sua mella ; sit et corporis exigui. 

This definition is not applicable to the 
classic Greek epigram., but it well de- 
scribes the Latin method, the French, the 
Italian, the Spanish, and, with a stretch, 
the not very pointed work in this line of 
some classic German authors. 

An epitaph is strictly only an inscrip- 
tion on a tomb. The literary epitaph, 
with which we are concerned in this col- 
lection, is a composition not necessarily 
inscribed on a gravestone, and it has, or 
should have, three of the main qualities of 
the epigram— brevity, point, and truth : in 
addition, it should possess pathos. The 
epitaph is at times satirical, and should 
then, instead of pathos, possess wit 
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The English language is not so supple 
as the French or Italian, not so susceptible 
of broad, bitter and fantastic humour as 
the Spanish, nor is it so concise as Latin, 
but it has force and directness greater 
perhaps than are attainable in any lan- 
guage but Greek. And there is one other 
quality in which only the Greek and, per- 
haps, the modern Italian can approach it 
— the power of expressing simple pathos. 

Thus equipped, England ought to be 
rich in good epigrams, and very rich in 
good epitaphs. It is. 

We have many masters in both these 
departments of literature, all salient and 
supreme in some important ingredient of 
good epigrams and good epitaphs. For wit 
and ingenuity, Pope, more of an epigram- 
matist, perhaps, than any of our poets, 
stands very high, but his epigrams are, in 
the main, diffused among his poems ; 
Dryden, first in satire among English 
poets, has also incorporated his epignuu- 
maiii: work with his writings at large; 
vii 
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and we have Ben Jonson, who is greater 
than either of these, and who stands 
above all others, not so much a writer 
of epigrams as of epitaphs. He has the 
faculty of generous and pathetic praise 
beyond any English writer ; witness those 
two great epitaphs of his on his rival, 
Shakespeare ; and he has that subtlety, 
that Tightness and fitness of thought, 
that inevitable respondence of phrase to 
underlying idea, that exquisite directness, 
lucidity and simplicity, which all together 
make up the quality which the earlier 
Greeks seem to have comprehended in 
the single word tipoivtia. 
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When Adam delved, and Eve span, 
"Where was then the gentleman ? 

John Ball, 1381. 



SHAKESPEARE'S PORTRAIT 

[Written under Martin Droueshout's engraving 
in the first edition of the Plays.] 

The figure that thou see'st here put, 
It was for gentle Shakespeare cut. 
Wherewith the graver had a strife, 
With Nature to outdo the life, 

13 
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O, could he but have drawn his wit 
As well in brass, as he has hit 
His face ; the print would then surpass 
A] I that was ever writ in brass ! 
But since he cannot, reader, look 
Not on his picture, but his book. 

Ben Jonsoh, 1574 — 1637. 

in 

ON ALCHEMISTS 

If all you boast of your great art be true, 
Sure willing poverty lies most in you. 

Ben Jonson. 

IV 

FOETCNE 

No change of Fortune's calm 
Can cast my comforts down : 

When Fortune smiles, I smile to think 
How quickly she will frown. 
R, SoVTHEWfcLL, the Jesuit, 1560—1596. 



Epigrams 



OVER THE DOOR OF MONTACUTE HOUSE, 
SOMERSET 

Thro 1 this wide op'ning gate, 

None come too early, none return too 

late. 

Anon, 

VI 

TO my book 

It will be looked for, Book, when some 

but see 
Thy title, Epigrams, and named of me, 
Thou shouldst be bold, licentious, full of 

gall, 
Wormwood and sulphur, sharp and 

toothed withal, 
Become a petulant thing, hurl ink and 

wit 
As madmen stones ; not caring whom 

they hit. 

3 
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Deceive theirmalice, who would write it so, 
And, by thy wiser temper, let men know 
Thou art not covetous of least self-fame, 
Made from the hazard of another's shame, 
Much less, with lewd, profane, and beastly 

phrase, 
To catch the world's loose laughter, or 

vain gaze. 
He that departs with his own honesty 
For vulgar praise, doth it too dearly buy. 

Ben Jonson. 

vii 

on martial 

Martial, thou gav ; stfar nobler epigrams 
To thy Dornitian, than I can to my 

James ; 
But in my royal subject I pass thee, 
Thou flatterMst thine, mine cannot flat- 
tered be. 

'Beh Jonsow. 
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VIII 

MULTUM IN PARVO 

It is not growing like a tree 

In bulk doth make man better be ; 

Or standing like an oak three hundred 

year, 
To fall a log at last, dry, bald, and 

sere ; 
A lily of a day 
Is fairer far in May, 
Although it fall and die that night 
It was the plant and flower of light. 
In small proportions we just beauty see* 
And in short measures life may perfect 

be. 

Ben Jgnson, 
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rx 

OF SIXE SORTS OP FASTERS 

SlXE sorts of folks I find use fasting days, 
But of these sixe, the sixt I only praise. 
The sick man fasts, because he cannot 

eat. 
The poore doth fast, because he hath no 

meat. 
The miser fasts, with mind to mend his 

Store ; 
The glutton, with intent to eat the more ; 
The hypocrite, thereby to seeme more 

holy. 
The virtuous, to prevent or punish folly. 
Now, he that eateth fast, and drinks as 

fast 
May match these fasters, any but the 

last 

SiS JOHS HARKIKGTOH, x*f>\— l6ta. 
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The readers and the hearers like my 
books, 
But yet some writers cannot them di- 
gest ; 
Yet what care I ? for when I make a 
feast, 
I would my guests should praise it, not 
my cooks. 

Sir John Harrington. 



XI 

Treason doth never prosper. What's 

the reason ? 
If it doth prosper : none dare call it 

treason. 

Sir John Harrington. 
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XII 

Fortune, they say, doth give too much 

to many, 
But yet she never gave enough to any. 
Sie John Harrington (from, the Latin). 

XIII 

"LET US EAT AND DRINK, FOR 
TO-MORROW WE DIE " 

Ours and ourselves are death's ; no 

mortal knows 
Whether to-morrow's dawn his life may 

close ; 
Since thus it is, O short-lived man, be 

thine 
That Lethe of oblivion— cheering wine — 
And Love's own joys. Child of a fleeting 

hour, 
These in thy own, — the rest's in Fortune's 

power, 
William Hay (from the Greek of Palladia?), 
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XIV 
ON ENCLOSING A COMMON 

A LORD that purposed for his more avayle, 
To compasse in a common with a rayle, 
Was reckoning with his friend about the 

cost 
And charge of every rayle and every post ; 
But he (that wisht his greedy humour 

crost) 
Sayd, sir, provide you posts, and without 

fayling 
Your neighbours round about will find 

you rayling. 

Sir John Hakkinuton, 



OF TWO WELSH GENTLEMEN 

Two Squires of Wales arrived at towne, 
To seek their lodging when the sun was 
down ; 

9 
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And (for the in-keeper his gates had 

locked) 
In haste, like men of some account they 

knocked. 
The drowzy Chamberlain doth aske who's 

there ? 
They told, that Gentlemen of Wales they 

were. 
How many (quoth the man) are there of 

you? 
They sayd, Heer's John ap Rees, ap Rise, 

ap Hew ; 
And Nicholas ap Giles, ap Stephen, ap 

Davy ; 
Then, Gentlemen, adieu (quoth he), God 

save yee. 
Your Worships might have had a bed or 

twaine, 
But bow can that suffice so great a traine? 

SlR JOHM HARRINGTON. 
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XVI 

INSCRIBED IN 

THE WHISPERING GALLERY OF 

GLOUCESTER CATHEDRAL 

Doubt not but God who sits on high 
Thy secret prayers can hear ; 

When a dead wall thus cunningly 
Conveys soft whispers to the ear. 

Anon. 



xvn 

1 1? Peter ever was at Rome 
By many has been mooted : 

That Simon there was quite at home 
Has never been disputed. 

Iohn Owen, si. i&aa. 
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XVIII 

ON MILTON'S WIFE 

When Milton was blind, as ail the world 

knows, 
He married a wife, whom his friends call'd 

a rose ; 
"I am no judge of flowers^ but indeed," 

said the poet, 

" If she be a rose, by the thorns I may 

know it." 

Anon. 

XIX 

THE SOUL'S DANGER 

My soul, these seas are rough, and thou a 
stranger 

In these false coasts ; O keep aloof ; 
there's danger ; 

Cast forth thy plummet ; see, a rock ap- 
pears; 

Thy ship wants sea room ; make it with 

thy tears. 

F. Quakles, 1592— 1:644. 
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XX 

THE ROSARIE 

One ask'd me where the roses grew? 

I bade him not go seek ; 
But forthwith bade my Julia shew 

A bud in either cheek. 

Heekick, 1591— 1674. 

XXI 

TO LADY CREW, 
UPON THE DEATH OF HER CHILD 

Why, Madam, will ye longer weep, 
When as your baby's lull'd asleep? 
And, pretty child, feels now no more 
Those paines it lately felt before. 
All now is silent : groanes are fled ; 
Your child lyes still, yet is not dead : 
But rather like a flower hid here 
To spring again another yeare. 

Merrick, 
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XXII 

TO THE VIRGINS 
TO MAKE MUCH OF TIME 

Gather ye rose-buds while ye may, 

Old Time is still a-flying ; 
And this same flower that smiles to-day, 

To-morrow will be dying. 
The glorious lamp of heaven, the Sun, 

The higher he's a-getting, 
The sooner will his race be run, 

And nearer he's to setting. 

Then be not coy, but use your time, 
And while you may, go marry ; 

For having lost but once your prime, 
You may for ever tarry. 

HiilUUCK, 
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XXIII 
ON A COCK CROWING 

Bellman of night, if I about shall go 
For to deny my Master, do thou crow. 
Thou stop'st St. Peter in the midst of sin, 
Stay me, by crowing, ere I do begin. 
Better it is, premonish'd for to shun 
A sin, than fall to weeping when 'tis done. 

Herrick. 

xxiv 

the race is not to the swift 

I MAKE no haste to have my numbers 

read ; 
Seldom comes glory till a man is dead. 

Her kick. 

XXV 

TO A LADY 

The adorning thee with so much art 

Is but a barbarous skill ; 
'Tis but the poisoning of the dart, 
Too apt before to kill. 

Edmund Waller, 1605—1687. 
*5 
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ON A GIRDLE 

THAT which her slender waist confined, 
Shall now my joyful temples bind ; 
No monarch but would give his crown 
His arms might do what this has done. 
It was my Heaven's extremest sphere, 
The pale which held that lovely deer. 
My joy, my grief, my hope, rny love 
Did all within this circle move. 
A narrow compass ! and yet there 
Dwelt all that's good, and all. that's fair ; 
Give me but what this ribbon bound, 
Take all the rest the sun goes round. 

Edmukd Waller. 



xxvii 

IMITATED FROM MARTIAL V. 58 

To-mokeov/ you will live, you always cry, 
In what far country does this morrow lie, 
That 'tis so mighty long ere it arrive ? 
Beyond the Indies does this morrow live? 
16 
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'Tis so far fetched, this morrow, that I 

fear 
'Twill be both very old and very dear. 
To-morrow I will live, the fool doth say ; 
To-day itself's too late — the wise lived 

yesterday. 

A. Cowley, 1618—1667. 



XXVIII 

UPON A CHAIR, MADE OUT OF SIR 
FRANCIS DRAKE'S SHIP, WHICH WAS 
PRESENTED TO THE UNIVERSITY OF 
OXFORD BY JOHN DAVIS, ESQ. 

To this great ship, which round the globe 

hath run, 
And match'd in race the chariot of the 

sun, 
This Pythagorean ship (for it may claim 
Without presumption so deserv'd a name, 
By knowledge once, and transformation 

now) 
In her new shape, this sacred port allow. 
17 ' c 
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Drake and his ship could not have wish'd 

from Fate 
A more blest station, or more blest estate. 
For lo 1 a seat of endless rest is given 
To her in Oxford, and to him in Heaven. 

Anon. 
XXIX 

WAS WILLIAM III. EVER BAPTIZED ? 

O SORROWING wretched Anglican Church, 
Speak not of your Head or Archbishop ; 
For that schismatic Primate and Hol- 
lander King 

Are still in want of Christening. 

Anon. 

XXX 

Bv toil our strong forefathers earn'd their 

food, 
Toil strung their nerves, and purified 

their blood ; 
But we, their sons, a pamper'd race of men, 
Are dwindled down to three score years 

and ten. 

1 8 
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Better to seek for health in fields un- 

bought, 
Than fee the doctor for a nauseous 

draught. 
The wise for health on exercise depend, 
God never made his work for man to 

mend. 

Dkyden, 1631—1701. 

XXXI 

MILTON COMPARED WITH HOMER AND 
VIRGIL 

[Uttdjsr a picture of Milton in the fourth edition 
of Paradise Lost.] 

Three poets, in three distant ages bom, 
Greece, Italy, and England did adorn; 
The first in loftiness of thought surpass'd; 
The next, in majesty; in both the last- 
'The force of nature could no further go ; 
To make a third, she joined the former 
two. 

Drvvjjsn, 

19 
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XXXII 

[Dr. Robert Welton, Rector of White-chapel 
in the seventeenth century, placed in his church 
an obnoxious altar-piece representing the Last 
Supper. White Rennet, then Deanof Peterboro', 
bariag by several of bis publications rendered 
himself very unpopular with, the non-jurors, his 
portrait was inserted in the picture for Judas 
Tseariot, whilst that of St. John was intended to 
represent the Chevalier de St. George. The 
learned Michael Mattaire, himself a sturdy non- 
juror, wrote the following caustic lines under the 
print of the pioture now in the library of the 
Society of Antiquaries.] 
To say the picture does to him belong, 
Kenrtet does Judas and the painter wrong; 
False is the image, and resemblance faint, 
Judas, compared to Kennet, was a saint. 
Michael Mattaike. 

XXXIII 

O Leolike, be absolutely just, 
Indulge no passion and betray no trust, 
Never let man be bold enough to say, 
"Thus, and no farther shall my passion 



stray, 
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The first step past still leads us on to 

more, 
And guilt proves fate which was but 

choice before. 
Anon. {Notes and Queries, Jan. 24, 1852. ) 

XXXIV 

ON A FLY DRINKING OUT OF HIS CUP 

BUSY, curious, thirsty fly ! 
Drink with me, and drink as I. 
Freely welcome to my cup, 
Could'st thou sip and sip it up: 
Make the most of life you may; 
Life is short and wears away. 
Both alike are mine and thine, 
Hastening quick to their decline, 
Thine's a summer, mine no more 
Though repeated to three score. 
Three score summers, when they're 

gone, 
Will appear as short as one. 

\VlU,,iAM QwiYS, 1696—1761, 
A'orray Ming et Arms. 
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XXXV 
ON A LAME BEGGAR 

" I am unable," yonder beggar cries, 
"To stand or move;" if he says true he 
lies. 

OK. DOSTNE, 1573—1631. 

XXXVI 

OH THE HIGH ARCH BUILT OVER THE 
LITTLE BROOK IN THE DUKE OF 
MARLBOROUGH'S PARK AT WOODSTOCK 

The vaulting arch his high ambition 

shows; 
The stream an emblem of his bounty 

flows, 

Ds. Abel Evans, «&>»/ 1699. 
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xxxvn 

ON A FAT MAN 

Where Tadlow walks the streets,, the 

paviours cry, 

" God bless you, Sir ! " and lay their 

sammers by. 

De. Abel Evans, 



XXXVIII 
DUM VIVIMUS VIVAMUS 

Live while you live, the epicure would 

say, 
And seize the pleasure of the present day. 
Live while you live, the sacred preacher 

cries. 
And give to Cod each moment as it flies. 
Lord, in my view let both united be, 
I live in pleasure while 1 live to Thee, 
Dk. P. Doddridge, jto3- i»h, 
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XXXIX 

ON MODESTY 

As lamps bum silent with unconscious 

light, 
So modest ease in beauty shines most 

bright; 
Unairaing charms with edge resistless fall, 
And she who means no mischief does it all. 
Aaron- Bin* 1684 — 1749. 

XL 

Tbhder-handed stroke a nettle, 

And it stisgs you for your pains: 
Grasp it as a IB an of mettle, 

Arid it soft as silk remains. 
'Tis the same with common natures, 

Use them kindly; they rebel: 
But te rough as nutmeg-graters, 

And the rogues will use you well. 
Aabon Hmx. 
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XLI 

ON COLLEY CIBBER'S APPOINTMENT AS 
POET LAUREATE TO GEORGE II., 1730. 

In merry old England it once was the 

rule, 
The King had his poet as well as his fool; 
But now we're so frugal, I'd have you to 

know it, 
That one man now serves both for fool 

and for poet. 

Anon. 

xlii 
on voltaire 

[When Voltaire was in England, he ridiculed, 
la Young's presence, Milton's Alkgt)>y t)f Sin 
and Death, which produced this extempore 
epigram,] 

You are so witty, profligate, and thin, 
At once we think thee Milton, Death, ami 
Sin, 

1>U. B, Young. a:68,i— 1763, 
25 
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xun 

AS in smooth oil the razor best is whet, 
So wit is by politeness sharpest set. 
Their want of edge from their offence is 

seen. 
Both pain us least when exquisitely keen. 

Dr. Young. 

xliv 
BIEO 

When Bite thought fit from this world 

to retreat, 
A.s full- of champagne as an egg's full of 

meat, 
He turned in the teat, and to Charon he 

said: 
" 1 will be rowed back, for I am not yet 

dead." 
"-Trim the boat and sit quiet,*' stern 

Charon replied, 
" you may have forgot, you w«re drunk 

when you died," 

M, PXIOK, T664— 1721. 
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XLV 
PHILO JUDjETJS 

Sleep, Philo, untouch'd on my peaceable 
shelf, 
Nor take it amiss that so little I heed 
thee; 
I've no malice at thee, and some love for 
myself — 
Then why should I answer, since first I 
must read thee? 

M. Prior. 

XLVI 
WRITTEN IN A LADY'S 'MILTON' 

With virtue such as yours had Eve been 

arni'd, 
In vain the fruit had blushed, the serpent 

charmed; 
Nor had our bliss by penitence been 

bought, 

Nor had frail Adam fall'n, nor Milton 

wrote. 

M. Prior. 

37 
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XLYll 

ON A LADY WHO OFFERED HER LOOK- 
ING-GLASS TO VENUS 

Venus, take my votive glass; 
Since I am not what I was, 
What from this day I must be, 
Venus, let me never see. 

M. Prior (from Pkto). 

XLYIH 

ON THE APPOINTMENT OF COLLEY 
CIEBER. AS LAUREATE TO GEORGE II, 

Tell, if you can, which did. the worse, 
Caliguia, or Grafton's Grace. 

Tfml made a Consul of his horse, 
And lids a Laureate of an ass. 

Poms, i$88 — 1744. 
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XLIX 

The Hero, William, and the Martyr, 

Charles; 
One knighted Blackmore, and one pen- 
sioned Quarles. 

Pope. 
{imitations of ~f/orace,B. hi. Ep. 1. v. 386.) 

L 
ON REVIEWERS 

In poets as true genius is but rare, 
True taste as seldom is the critic's share. 

Poris. 

LI 

ON ONE WHO MADE LONG EPITAPHS 

[Dr. Robert r'remd, Head-Master of West- 
minster S«l>ooI, Prebendary of Westminster, and 
Canon of Christ Church,] 

Fkeind, for your epitaphs FflS grieved; 

Where still so much, is said, 
One half will never be believed, 

The other never read. 

39 
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LII 
OK A CERTAIN LADY AT COURT 

I know the thing that's most uncommon ; 

(Envy, he silent and attend) 
I know a reasonahle woman, 

Handsome and witty, yet a friend. 
Not warped by passion, aw'd by rumour; 
KM grave through pride, nor gay 
through folly; 
An equal mixture of good-humour, 

And sensible soft melancholy. 
" Has she no faults then (Envy says), 
sir?" 
Yes, she has one, I must aver; 
When all the world conspires to praise 
her, 
The woman's deaf, and cannot hear. 

Pore. 
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LIII 
FIVE REASONS FOR DRINKING 

If all be true that I do think 
There are five reasons we should drink 
Good wine : a friend : or being dry : 
Or lest we should be by-and-by : 
Or any other reason why. 

Dr. Hknry Aldkich, 1647— 1710. 



UV 
AUT C/ESAR AUT NUW-US 

He either fears his fate too much, 

Or his deserts are small, 
Who fears to put it to the touch 

To win or lose it all, 

Jamks, Marquis op MQN'JPJiO&B 
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LV 

[Engraved on the collar of a dog which Pope 
sjave to Frederick Prince of Wales. 1 



Pray tell me, Sir, whose dog are you ? 

Pope. 

LVI 

Jack eating rotten cheese did say, 
" Like Samson I my thousands slay ! " 
8 1 vow," quoth Roger, " so you do, 
And with the self-same weapon too." 

Anon, (attributed to Swift). 

LVIl 

ON A GENTLEWOMAN WALKING IN 
THE SNOW 

I saw fair CMoris walk alone 
When feathered rain came softly down, 
And Love descended from his tower 
To court her in a silver shower. 
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The wanton snow flew to her breast 
Like little birds into their nest, 
And, overcome with whiteness there 
For grief it thaw'd into a tear ; 
Thence falling to her garment's hem, 
To deck her froze into a gem. 

Dr. W. Stkode, 1600— 1644. 

Lvm 

ON A WINDOW AT THE 'FOUR CROSSES' 
IN THE WATLING STREET KOAC, WAR- 
WICKSHIRE. 

Fool, to put up four crosses at your door; 

Put up your wife, she's crosser than all 

four. 

Jonathan Swift, 1667— 1745. 

LlX 

The world of fools, has such a store, 
That he who would not see an ass 
Must bide at home and lock his door 
And break his looking-glass. 

La Monngye. 
33 » 
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LX 

[An Epigram on the Reverend Mr. Laurence 
Eacbard'sand Bishop Gilbert Burnet's Histories.] 

GIL'S History appears to me 

Political anatomy ; 

A case of skeletons well done, 

And malefactors every one. 

His sharpen and strong incisive pen 

Historically cuts up men, 

And does with weird skill impart 

Their inward ails of head and heart. 

Laurence proceeds another way, 

And well-dress'd figures does display ; 

His characters are all in flesh, 

Their hands are fair, their faces fresh ; 

And from his sweet'ning art derive 

A better scent than when alive ; 

His wax-work made to please the sons 

Whose father's were Gil's skeletons. ' 

Mr. Matthew GiiEEN, // the Custom- Home 
{from v. Collection of Poems by Several I lands, 
]/J!itkjn; Dodslcy, r/48). 
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LXI 
ON THE VOWELS 

We are little airy creatures 
All of different voice and features. 
One of us in glass is set, 
One of us you'll find in jet, 
T'other you may see in tin 
And the fourth a box within. 
If the fifth you should pursue, 
It can never fly from you. 

SWU-'T. 

LXII 

ON WOOD'S BRASS MONEY 

Cart'rkt was welcomed to the shore 

First with the brazen Cannon's roar. 

To meet him next, the Soldier comes, 

With brazen Trumps and brazen Drums ; 

Approaching near the Town, he hears 

The brazen Bells salute his ears : 

But when Wood's brass began to sound, 

Guns, Trumpets, Drums and Bells were 

drown'd. 

Swift. 

3S 
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LXIII 
SIC VITA 

Like to the felling of a star, 

Or as the flights of eagles are ; 

Or Eke the fresh Spring's gaudy hue, 

Or silver drops of morning dew ; 

Or like the wind that chafes the flood, 

Or bubble which on water stood ; 

Ev ! n such is man, whose borrowed light 

Is straight called in and paid to-night. 

The wind blows out, the bubble dies ; 

The Spring entombed in Autumn lies ; 

The dew dries up ; the star is shot, 

The flight is past — and man forgot. 

Dr, King, X591 — 1669. 

LX.lV 

BKUTUS unmoved heard how his Portia 

fell, 
Should jack's wife die— lie would behave 

m well 

AN'Off, 
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LXV 

ON THE RIVALRY 

BETWEEN HANDEL AND BUONONCINI 

Strange that there should such diff rence 

be, 
'Twixt Tweedle-dum and Tweedle-dee. 

Swot. 



LXVI 

ON THE NEW MAGAZINE FOR ARMS 
AND POWDER AT DUBLIN 

Behold a proof of Irish sense ! 

Here Irish wit is seen ! 
When nothing's left that's worth defence, 

We build a magazine. 

Swift. 



37 



Epigrams 



LXVII 
ON HIS OWN DEAFNESS 

Deaf, giddy, helpless, left alone, 
To all my friends a burden grown ; 
No more I hear my church's bell 
Than if it rang out for my knell ; 
At thunder now no more I start 
Than at the rumbling of a cart ; 
And what's incredible, alack ! 
No more I hear a woman's clack. 

Swift, 
lxvih 

MARRIAGE IN HEAVEN 

Cries Sylvia to a reverend Dean, 

"What reason can be given, 
Since marriage is a holy thing 

That there is none in heaven ? * 
" There are no women," he replied. 

She quick returns the jest : 
" Women there are, but I'm afraid 

They cannot find a priest." 

Robert Dodslev, bor?i 1703. 
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LXIX 

Among Hone's works there is this capital 
rhymed advice to the agriculturists of 1722 : — 

MAN, to the plough ; 
Wife, to the cow ; 
Girl, to the sow ; 
Boy, to the mow ; 
And your rents will be netted. 

These lines were happily travestied in the 
Times newspaper, under the title of The Farmer's 
Centenary Contrasted, in 1822— in illustration of 
the causes of agricultural distress : — 

Man, tally ho j 
Miss, piano ; 
Wife, silk and satin, 
Boy, Greek and Latin, 
And you'll be gazetted. 

Cliami'ers's Journal, xxxix. 460, 
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LXX 

ON BEAU NASH'S PICTURE AT BATH, 
WHICH ONCE STOOD BETWEEN THE 
BUSTS OF NEWTON AND POPE. 

This picture, placed these busts be- 
tween, 
Gives satire its full strength ; 
Wisdom and wit are little seen, 
But folly at full length. 

Mes. Jane Bjleketos, 1.685—1740. 



LXXI 

m THE ABOVE LINES 

IMMORTAL Newton never spoke, 

More truth than here you'll find j 
K«r Pope himself e'er penn'd a joke, 
Severer on mankind. 

¥mm §Th$lWm,Ear?t>f Chester fuM, 
*694—i773» 
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lxxh 

the clown's reply 

John Trott was desirM by two witty 

' peers, 
To tell them the reason that asses had 

ears ; 
" An't please you," quoth John, " I'm not 

given to letters, 
Nor dare I pretend to know more than 

my betters ; 
Howe'er, from this time, I shall ne'er see 

your graces, 
As I hope to be saved ! without thinking" 

of asses." 

Oliver Goldsmith, tp&F—Vffe 

fXXlll 

ON MISS AMBROSE 

[At a ball given by Lord Chesterfield, when 
Lord Lieutenant, of Ireland, on (he anniversary 
of the battle of the Boyne, a Romsm Catholie 
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lady of great beauty, Miss Ambrose, appeared 
with an orange lily in her dress. The Earl 
addressed her in the following extempore line, ] 

Sat, ta-ely Tory, why the jest 
Of wearing orange in thy breast, 
When that same breast betraying shows 
The whiteness of the rebel rose? 



LXXIV 

OH DR. (AFTERWARDS SIR JOHN) HILL, 

J716—I775. 

Be wrote plays as well as prescriptions, 

(The following epigram , by Garriek, with whom 
he had quarrelled for rejecting one of his farces, 
is said 10 apply to Hill.] 

For physic a»d farces, his rival there 

scarce is ; 
His forces are physic, — his physic a 

farce is. 

Mum of the wits of the Literary Club, of which 
Gai-rick, Joh.TJ*»r(, Burke, etc, were members, 
begats upon the unlucky physician as follows ;— 
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"Thou essence of dock, and valerian, 

and sage, 
At once the disgrace and the pest of yotvr 

age, 
The worst that we wish thee, for all thy 

sad crimes, 
Is to take thine own physic, and read 

thine own rhymes." 

To which is replied by a sort of semi-chorus of 
the members of the Club ; — 

" The wish should be in form reversed, 
To suit the Doctor's crimes ; 

For if he takes his physic first, 
He'll never read his rhymes." 

Dr. Hill himself is supposed to rejoin in answer 
(and if it were really his, the Doctor would have 
had the best of it): — 

"Whether gentlemen scribblers or 

poets in jail, 
Your impertinent wishes shall certainly 

fail ; 

4.3 
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I'll take neither essence, nor balsam, nor 

honey, — 
Do yon take the physic, and I'll take the 

money." 
The Efigrammatists, by the Rev. H. P. Dodd. 

LX.X.V 
SURSUM CORDA. 

Pitch thy behaviour low, thy projects high, 
So shalt thou humble and magnani- 
mous be ; 

Sink not in spirit ; who aimeth at the sky , 

Shoots higher much than he that means 

a tree. 

George Herbert, 1593—1632. 

LXXV1 

[On Barry and Garriek, who were playing King 
Lear at rival houses, ] 

The town has found out different ways 
To praise its different Lears ; 

To Barry it gives loud applause, 
To Garrick only tears. 
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A King ! Ay, every inch a King, 

Such Barry doth appear ; 
But Garrick's quite another thing, — 

He's every inch King Lear. 

Rev. Richard Kendal. 
(In the Poetical Register, iSio — 1811,] 



LXXVII 

[The Rev. William Clarke, Chancellor of 
Chichester a hundred years ago, produced an 
epigram which it would be hard to surpass. On 
the tomb of a Duke of Richmond In Chichester 
Cathedral was an inscription ending with the 
words : 

Hcsc est damns ultima,"] 
This is the epigram : — 
Did he who thus inscribed this wall 
Not read or not believe St. Paul, 
Who says there is, where'er it stands, 
Another house not made with hands ? 
Or may we gather from these words, 
That house is not a House of Lords ? 
Rev. W. Clarke, 1696—1771. 
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LXXVIII 

[Written with Lord Chesterfield's diamond 
peincil.] 

Accept a miracle instead of wit : 
See two dull lines by Stanhope's pencil 
writ. 

Br. Young, 1681— 1765. 



DXXIX 

OK GOOD MUSIC AND BAD DANCING 

How ill the motion with the music suits ; 
So Orpheus play'd, and like them danced 
the brutes. 

Cose-REVE, 1670—1729 

LXXX 
A PLEA l'*0R' NATURE 

I v mortals would as Nature dictates live, 
They need not fees 'to the. physicians 
give. 
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If men were wise they need not have 

their cause 
Pleaded, prolonged by the ambiguous 

laws. 
So Bartolus might (feeless) go to bed, 
And mice corrode Hippocrates unread. 

Anon. 



LXXXI 

ON THE CARVED FIGURE-HEAD (A LION) 
OF ANSON'S SHIP, THE CENTURION' 

[An epigram said to be still visible (?) at the 
" Duke of Richmond Inn," Goodwood.] 

Stay, traveller, awhile, and view 

Me who have travelled more than you ; 

Quite round the globe in each degree, 

Anson and I have ploughed the sea ; 

Torrid and frigid zones have passed, 

And, safe ashore, arrived at last, 

In ease and dignity appear, 

He in the House of Lords, I here:. 

ANON. {Notes and Queries, Aug. b8, 185a.) 
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LXXXII 
TWO CONTRACTORS 

To cheat the publick two contractors 
come, 

One deals in com, the other deals in 
rum ; 

Which is the greatest rogue, I pray, ex- 
plain ? 

The rogue in spirit, or the rogue in 



gram.'' 



Anon. 



lxxxiii 

George II, taring sent a regiment of horse to 
Oxford, and at the same time a collection of books 
to Cambridge, Dr. Trapp wrote the following 
epigram :— 

Our royal master saw with heedful eyes, 
The wants of his two Universities ; 
Troops he to Oxford sent, as knowing 

why, 
That learned body wanted, loyalty : 
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But books to Cambridge gave, as well 

discerning 
How much that loyal body wanted 

learning. 

An epigram which Dr. Johnson, to show his 
contempt for the Whiggish notions which pre- 
vailed at Cambridge, was fond of quoting ; but 
having done so in the presence of Sir W. Browne, 
the physician, was answered by him thus : — 

The King to Oxford sent his troop of 

horse, 
For Tories own no argument but force ; . 
With equal care to Cambridge books he 

sent, 
For Whigs allow no force but argument ! 

Johnson did Sir William the justice to say that 
' ' this was one of the happiest extemporaneous 
productions he ever met with," though he onea 
comically confessed that "he hated to repeat the 
wit of a Whig urged in support of Whiggism." 

Epigraim-i Ancient ami Modern, by the Rev. 
J, Booth. 
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LXXXIV 

OH DR. EVANS, BURSAR OF ST. JOHN'S 
COLLEGE, OXFORD, ON THE OCCASION 
OF HIS CUTTING DOWN ft FINE ROW 
OF TREES THERE 

Indulgent nature on each kind bestows 
A secret instinct to discern its foes ; 
The goose, a silly bird, avoids the fox ; 
Lambs fly from wolves, and sailors steer 

from rocks ; 
Evans the gallows as his fate foresees, 
And tears the like antipathy to trees. 

CONYKRS Or TADLOW. 

lxxxv 

Tho : the same Sun with all - diffusive 

rays 
Blush in the Rose, and in the Di'mond 

blaze, 
We prize the stronger effort of his pow'r, 
And justly set the Gem above the Flow'r, 
POPE {Moral Essays, i. jt45). 
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LXXXVI 
PASSING CLOUDS 

The misty clouds that fall sometime 

And overcast the skies, 
Are like to troubles of our time 

Which do but dim our eyes. 
But as such dews are dried up quite 

When Phoebus shows his face, 
So are sad fancies put to flight 

When God doth guide by grace. 

Gascoyne. 

LXXXVll 

OLD AGE 

Age is the heaviest burthen man can 

bear, 
Compound of disappointment, pain, and 

care ; 
For when the mind's experience comes 

at length, 
It comes to mourn the body's loss of 

strength ; 

Si 
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Resign'd to ignorance all our better 
days, 

Knowledge just ripens when the man 
decays ; 

One ray of light the closing eye re- 
ceives, 

And Wisdom only takes what Folly 

leaves. 

Anon. 



lxxxviii 

on an atheist 

That there's no God, John gravely 

swears, 
And quotes in proof his own affairs ; 
For how should such an atheist thrive 
If there were any God alive? 

Anon. 
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LXXXIX 

ON A DINER-OUT 

Jack boasts he never dines at home, 
With reason too, no doubt ; 

In truth, Jack never dines at all, 
Unless invited out. 

Anon. 



xc 

BUCKINGHAM'S EPITAPH 
ON LORD FAIRFAX 

He might have been a king, 

But that he understood 
How much it is a meaner thing 

To be unjustly great, than honourably 
good. 

Geokge Vim.ieks, Duke of Buckingham, 
1637 — 1687. 
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xci 

When one had set out a witlesse pamphlet, 
writing Finis at the end thereof, another wittily 
wrote beneath it : — 

-Nay, there thou li'st, my friend, 



In writing foolish books there is no end. 
FuiiEE {Holy State, iii. i3), 1648. 

XCII 
EQUIVOCATION 

When Jesuits unto us answer " Nay," 
They do not English speak, 'tis Greek 
they say. 

FulAEK (Profane State, ch. xii.). 

XCI II 
OLD AGE 

The seas are quiet when the winds give 

o'er, 
So calm are we whose passions are no 

more. 
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For then we know how vain it was to 
boast 

Of fleeting things, so certain to be lost. 

Clouds of affection from our younger 
eyes 

Conceal that emptiness which age de- 
scries. 

The soul's dark cottage, battered and 
decayed, 

Lets in new light through chinks that time 
has made. 

Stronger by weakness, wiser, men be- 
come 

As they draw near to their eternal home. 

Leaving the old, both worlds at once 
they view, 

That stand upon the threshold of the 
new. 

Edmund Waller, 1603—1687, 
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ON AN ENEMY 

Lie on 1 while my revenge shall be 
To speak the very truth of thee. 

Robert Geaggs, Earl Nzigent, d. 1788. 

XCV ' 
ON A CERTAIN MAN'S VERACITY 

He boasts about the truth, I've heard, 
And vows he'd never break it ; 

Why, zounds ! a man must keep his word 
When nobody will take it. 

Anon. 



XC¥I 

The following lines were written upon a very 
old glass of Sir Arthur Acheson's :— 

Frail glass, thou Mortal art, as well as I, 
Tito' none can tell, which of us first shall 
dye, 
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Answered extempore by Dr. Swift: — 
We both are Mortal ; but thou, frailer 

creature, 
May'st dye like me by chance, but not by 

Nature. 

Swift's Works. 
(Dublin : 1746, vol. viii ., p. 194. ) 

XCVII 
WHY PENNSYLVANIA WAS SETTLED 

Penn refused to pull his hat off 
Before the King, and therefore sat off, 
Another country to light pat on 
Where he could worship with his hat on. 

C. G. Bombaugh, M.A., M.D. 
Gleanings for the Curious. 

(Griffith, Famw & Co., 1S90.) 

XCVI1I 

ON THE CELEBRATED DISPUTE 

BETWEEN THE ANCIENTS AND MODERNS 

Swift for the Ancients has argued so well 
'Tis apparent from thence that the 

Moderns excel. 
Mks. Barber, PoamnQti Several Occasions, 17^. 
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xcix 

THE BALANCE OF EUROPE 
AT THE PEACE OF UTRECHT, 1715 

Now Europe's balanced, neither side pre- 
vails ; 
For nothing's left in either of the scales. 

Pope. 



OK THE STATUE OF GEORGE I. BEING 
PLACED OH THE TOP OF BLOOMSEURY 
CHURCH 

The King of Great Britain was reckoned 
before 
The Head of the Church by all Protest- 
ant people ; 
His Dloomsbury subjects have made him 
still more, 
For with them he is now made the Head 

of the Steeple. 

Anon. 
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CI 
A JACOBITE TOAST 

God bless the King! — God bless the 

Faith's Defender ! 
God bless — no harm in blessing — the 

Pretender. 
Who that Pretender is, and who that 

King,— 
God bless us all ! — is quite another thing. 
De, John Byrom, 1691 — 1763. 

CII 
ON ATHEISM 

'Tis health chiefly keeps an atheist in the 

dark, 

A fever argues better than a Clarke ; 

But let the logic of the pulse decay, 

The Grecian he'll renounce, and learn to 

pray, 

Young. 
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cm 

OCCASIONED BY SEEING SOME SHEETS OF 
DR. BENTLEY'S EDITION OF MILTON'S 
PARADISE LOST. 

Did Milton's prose, 1 O Charles, thy death 
defend ? 

A furious foe unconscious proves a friend. 

On Milton's verse does Bentley com- 
ment ? Know 

A weak officious friend becomes a foe. 

While he but sought his author's fame to 
further 

The murderous critic has avenged thy 

murder. 

Pope. 

1 Defensio propofulo Atiglicano, etc., 1649, and 
DefensiQ Semnda, id&f. 
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Civ 

BISHOP HOUGH 1 

A BISHOP, by his neighbours hated, 
Has cause to wish himself translated ; 
But why should Hough desire transla- 
tion, 
Loved and esteemed by all the nation ? 
Yet if it be the old man's case, 
111 lay my life I know the place : 
'Tis where God sent some that adore him, 
And whither Enoch went before him. 

Pope. 

1 Bishop of Worcester. Deprived by James II. 
of the Presidentship of Magdalen College, Oxford, 
in 1687 ; he afterwards successively held several 
sees, and died in 1743. 
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cv 

ON CHATTERTON'S DEATH 

ALL think, now Chatterton is dead, 
His works are worth, preserving ; 

Yet no one, when he was alive, 
Would keep the bard from starving. 
Asylum for Fugitive Pieces, 17S3, p. 118. 



CVI 

ON THE QUEEN'S GROTTO AT RICH- 
MOND, ADORNED BY BUSTS 

Lewis the living genius fed, 
And rais'd the scientific head : 
Our Queen, more frugal of her meat, 
Raises those heads which cannot eat. 

Elegant Extracts, 1805. 
(The Queen was Caroline, Consort of George II.] 
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CVII 
ON A BKE 

From flow'r to flow'r, with eager pains 

See the blest busy lab'rer fly : 
When all that from her toil she gains 

Is in the sweets she hoards — to die. 
'Tis thus, would man the truth believe 

With life's soft sweets, each fav'rite joy: 
If we taste wisely, they relieve, 

But, if we plunge too deep, destroy. 
Anon, (in Select Epigrams, 1757). 

CVHI 

ON SIR THOMAS ROBINSON, A TALI.. DULL 
MAN, WHO INVITED THE WRITER TO 
MAKE VERSES ON HIM 

Unlike my subject now shall be my 

song : 
It shall be witty, and it sha'n't be long. 
Philw Stanhope, Lord ChssicrfulJ, 
1694—^773. 
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CIX 

ON A MISER 

READER, beware immoderate love of pelf ; 

Here lies the worst of thieves— who robb'd 

himself. 

Anon. 

CX 
ON A CENSORIOUS PERSON 

"WHAT a sad world we live in !" Scandal 

cries. 
I own it will be better when he dies. 

Anon. 

CXI 

AUDI, VIDE, TACE. 

Two ears and but a single tongue 
By Nature's laws to man belong-. 
The lesson she would teach is clear, 
Repeat bat half of what you hear. 

Anow. 
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cxil 

A GENERAL RULE 

Sir, I admit your general rule 
That every poet is a fool ; 
But you yourself may serve to show it 
That every fool is not a poet, 

A. Pope, 16SS— 1744. 

qxih 

epigram from the evening post, 

SEPT. 1736. 

[The Duchess of Marlborough (Sarah) offers 
^500 for a poem in honour of her husband.] 

Five hundred pounds ; too small a boon 
To put a poet's muse in tune 

That nothing may escape her. 
Should she attempt the heroic story, 
Of the illustrious Churchill's glory, 
It would not buy the paper. 
Quoted by J. E, Thokold Rogers 
in Notes and Queries, Nov, 1SS9. 
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CXIV 



Virgil, whose magic verse enthralls, 

(And where is poet greater?) 
Sometimes his wandering hero calls 

Now Pius and now Pater; 
But when prepared the worst to brave, 

(An action which must pain us,) 
He leads fair Dido to the cave, 

He calls him " Dux Trojanus:' 
Why did the poet change the word ? 

The reason plain is, sure ; 
Pius JEneas were absurd, 

And Pater premature, 

Shs R, Stickle. 
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cxv 



[Written on the wall of the old Tolbooth of 
Edinburgh.] 

A prison is a house of care, 

A place where none may thrive ; 
A touchstone true to try a friend, 

A grave for one alive. 
Sometimes a place of right, 

Sometimes a place of wrong ; 
Sometimes a place of rogues and 
■ thieves, 

And honest men among. 

Anon, (quoted by Sir W. Scorr). 



CXVI 

Thou raay'st of double ignorance 

boast, 
Thou know'st not that thou nothing 

know'st. 

Anon. 
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CXVII 

ON LORD CHESTERFIELD'S LETTERS' 

TO HIS SON 

Vile Stanhope ! Demons blush to tell 

In twice two hundred places, 
Has shown his son the road to Hell 

Escorted by the Graces. 
But little did th' ungenerous lad 

Concern himself about them ; 
For, base, degenerate, meanly bad, 

He sneaked to Hell without them. 

Anon. 

ex. VI n 
A WOMAN'S WILL 

This man's a fool, who thinks by force or 

skill 
To stem the torrent of a woman's will ; 
For if she will, she will, you may depend 

on't, 

And if she won't, she won't, and there's 

an end otft 

Anon. 
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CXIX 

ON PITT REDUCING THE DUTY ON 
PORT WINE 

Firm and erect the Caledonian stood, 
Old was his mutton, and his claret good ; 
"Let' him drink port," the English states- 
man cried ; 
He drank the poison, and his spirit died. 
John Horne, 1724— 180S. 

cxx 

ON A WREATH OF RED AND WHITE 
ROSES 

In this little wreath unite 
Roses red and roses white ; 
Take it, beauteous maid, and trace 
In the white my love-sick face ; 
But the red's an emblem true 
Of my heart inflam'd by you. 

Prom Hie Latin of Bonnefonius 
[Sflest lifigrums, 175?). 
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CXXI 

STOLEN KISSES 

Whilst thus a few kisses I steal, 

Dear Chloris, you gravely complain ; 
If resentment you really do feel, 
Pray give me my kisses again. 

Philip Smyth 
{From the Creek. Jacobs, iii. 75}. 



cxxii 
pitt and port wine 

A Dialogue. 

Pitt, " I cannot see the Speaker. Hal, 
can you ? " 

Dundas. " Not see the Speaker. D 11 

me, I see two." 

Anon. 
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CXXIII 
PITT AND DUNDAS 

When Billy found he scarce could stand, 
" Help, help ! " he cried, and stretched his 
hand, 

To faithful Henry calling : 
Quoth Hal, " My friend, I'm sorry for't ; 
'Tis not my practice to support 

A minister that's falling." 

R. Porson, 1759—1808. 

cxxiv 

PITT AND FOX 

On Folly every fool his talent tries ; 

It needs some toil to imitate the wise. 

Though few like Fox can speak— -like Pitt 

can think, 

Yet all like Fox can game— like Pitt, can 

drink. 

Anon. 
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cxxv 

.ON THE BAD ROADS BETWEEN KILMAR- 
NOCK AND STEWARTON 

I'm now arriv'd — thanks to the Gods ! — ■ 

Through pathways rough and muddy ; 
A certain sign that makin' roads 

Is no this people's study. 
Altho' I'm no w? Scripture cramnrd, 

I'm sure the Bible says 
That heedless sinners shall be damned, 

Unless they mend their ways. 

Robkkt Burns. 

cxxvi 

IMPROMPTU, UNDER A MARQUEE 

When Parliament people petition their 

friends 
The state of the poll on the canvass 

depends ; 

But here we submit to a difiPrent control, 

The state of the canvas depends on the 

pole. 

James Smith, 1775— a%?, 
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cxxvn 

ON A LIAR 

Charles keeps a secret well, or I'm de- 
ceived, 
For nothing Charles can say will be 

believed. 

Anon. 

CXXVIII 
ON MATRIMONY 

Lord Erskine, at women presuming to 

rail, 
Calls a wife " a tin canister tied to one's 

tail." 
And fair Lady Anne, while the subject he 

carries on, 
Seems hurt at his Lordship's degrading 

comparison. 
Yet wherefore degrading ? consider^ 

aright, 
A canister's useful, and polished, and 

bright, 
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And should dirt its original purity hide, 
That's the fault of the puppy to whom it 
is tied. 

R. B. Sheridan, 1751—1816. 



CXXIX 

ON MARRIAGE-MAKING 

Though matches are all made in Heaven, 
they say, 
Yet Hymen, who mischief oft hatches, 
Sometimes deals with the house t'other 
side of the way, 
And then they are Lucifer matches. 
S. Lqver, 1797— 1868. 

CXXX 
on mjss many fwyd, 

OE, THE RECEIPT TO FORM A BEAUTY 

WH.EH Cupid did his grandsire Love 

entreat 
To form some Beauty by a new receipt, 
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Jove sent, and found far in a country 

scene 
Truth, innocence, good nature, look 

serene ; 
From which ingredients first the dexterous 

boy 
Pick'd the demure, the awkward, and the 

coy. 
The Graces from the Court did next pro- 
vide 
Breeding and wit, and air, and decent 

pride : 
These Venus cleans from every spurious 

grain 
Of nice, coquet, affected, pert, and vain. 
Jove mix'd up all, and his best clay em- 

ploy'd ; 
Then call'd the happy composition Floyd, 
J. Swift, 1667—1744, 
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ON A NOMINATION 
TO THE LEGION OF HONOUR 

In ancient times — 'twas no great loss 
They hung the thief upon the cross : 
But now, alas ! I say ; t with grief, 
They hang the cross upon the thief. 

Anon, (from the French). 

CXXXII 
TO O'KEEFE, THE DRAMATIST 

They say. O'Keefe, 
Thou art a thief, 

That half thy works are stoPn, and 
more; 
I say, O'Keefe, 
Thou art no thief, 

Such stuff was never writ before. 

[Attributed to John Wotot (Peter Pindar). 
]'S:M O'Keefe (1707 — 1833) wrote Wild Oats, 
Tin: Agrm<M<i Surftrise/MKi other plays, pultli shed 
m i'///.- . 

W., D, Adams (English lip ii> rums). 
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CXXXIII 

[Lines written on a square of glass, at a public- 
house, in a small village betwixt Borough Bridge 
and North. Allerton — by the late parson of the 
parish — whose picture is now hung up in the 
parlour of the inn, with the lines pain ted below it.] 

HERE in my wicker chair I sit, 
From Folly far, and far from wit, 
Content to live devoid of care, 
With .country folks and country fare ; 
To listen to my landlord's tale, 
And drink his health in Yorkshire ale; 
Then smoke, and read the YorkCourant; 
I'm happy, and 'tis all I want — 
Though, few my tithes, and light my 

purse, 
I thank my God it is no worse. 

Gentleman 1 s Magazine, June 1794* 
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cxxxiv 

As epigram should be an arrow 
Pointed and narrow; 
Or like a sword, 
A bright sharp word; 
Or — as it was in classic days, 
A spark — a flash — a meteor blaze, 
Enlightening but not burning with its 
rays. 
Prom, the German, of 'Klopstock, 



CXXXV 
02ST THE WALCHERKH EXPEDITION, 1 809 

Lord Chatham with his sword undrawn 
Is waiting for Sir Richard Strachan; 
Sir Richard, longing to be at 'em, 
Is waiting for the Earl of Chatham. 

ANON. 
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CXXXVI 

ON THE LATE LORD LILFORD'S ATTEMPT 
TO FORM A COALITION UPON "FAIR" 
AND "EQUAL" TERMS, BETWEEN THE 
DUKE OF PORTLAND AND MR. PITT 

On " fair and equal " terms to place 

An Union is thy care; 
But trust me, Powys, in this case, 
The equal will not please His Grace, 

And Pitt dislikes the fair. 

Political Miscellany. 



CXXXV1I 
ON A BAD VIOLIN PLAYER 

Old Orpheus play'd so well, he moved 
Old Nick; 

While thou mov'st nothing— but thy fiddle- 
stick. 

Anon. 
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CXXXVIII 
THE TOPER 

First in the grape, then in the glass 

The vine's rich nectar glows; 
But last, and most, and longest too, 

O Argus, in thy nose. 

Blackwood 's Magazine, iii. 548. 

CXXXIX 
OK A LADY WHO DIED IN CHILD-BIRTH 

The breath which you surrender, I re- 
ceive, 

I enter on a world 'tis yours to leave. 

My cares. are all to come, yours all are 
past. 

And my first moment proves my mothers 
last. 

My life your death, your pangs my power 
iepply, 

1 kill in birth, and you in bearing die. 

Blaclmoods Magazine, iii, 550. 
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CXL 

ON THE VALE OF BOZAA 

So smooth the pebbles on its shore, 
That not a maid can hither stray- 
But counts her strings of jewels o'er, 
And thinks the pearls have slipped 
away. 

Translated from the Arabic of Ahmed 
ten Yusuf AJmemizy, fry Pro- 
fessor Caklyle. 

CXLI 

ON TWINING, THE TEA MERCHANT 

It seems as if Nature had curiously 
piann'd 
That men's names with their trades 
should agree; 
There's Twining the Teaman, who lives 
in the Strand, 
Would be w(h)ining, if robb'd of his T. 
Theodore Hook, kj-SS— 1841. 
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CXLII 
ON THE LAKE POETS 

THEY live by the Lakes, an appropriate 

quarter 
For poems diluted with plenty of water. 
Rev. C. Townsend 
{Rector of Kingslon-by~Sm\ 



CXLIII 

OH THOMAS, SECOND EARL OF ONSLOW, 
SUCC. 1814, DIED 1.827 

What can Tommy Onslow do ? 

Drive a phaeton and two. 

Can Tommy Onslow do no more ? 

Yes; drive a phaeton and four. 

Anon. 
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CXLIV 

EPIGRAM ON THE ABBEY CHURCH OF 
BATH 

These walls, so full of monument and 

bust, 
Show how Bath waters serve to lay the 
dust. 

Dr Harrington 
(According to W. D. Admits ; sometimes 
attributed to Bishop Shutlieworth). 



CXLV 

'Tis well enough that Goodenough 
Before the House should preach, 

For sure enough full bad enough 
Were those he had to teach. 

Anon. 
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CXLVI 

TO THE DUKE OF BEDFORD, ON HIS GROUP 
OF THE THREE GRACES, BY CANOVA. 

'TIS well in stone to have three Graces, 
With lovely limbs, and lovely faces; 
But better far, and not in stone, 
To have the Three combined in One. 
Frederick Howard, 
piftk Earl of Carlisle. 

extra 

ON THE ADDINCTON CABINET (l8oi), 
WHO PROPOSED TO DEFEND THE 
THAMES WITH "BLOCK SHIPS '" 

If Mocks can from danger deliver, 
Two places are safe from the French ; 

The first is the mouth of the river, 
The second the Treasury bench. 

Amok. {atiriiutM lo Canning), 

ANOTHER 

Prrr is to Addington, 

As London is to Paddington. 

Anew, 
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CXLVIII 

The qualities rare in a bee that we meet, 
In an epigram never should fail; 

The body should always be little and sweet, 
And a sting should be left in its tail. 
The Panorama of Wit, 1S09, p. 250. 



CXLIX 
THE FOUR GEORGES 

George the First was always reckoned 
Vile— but viler George the Second; 
And what mortal ever heard 
Any good of George the Third? 
When George the Fourth from earth 

descended, 
Heav'n be praised, the Georges ended, 
W, S, Lanoos, «775— 1864. 
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CX 

ON J. W. WARD, 
AFTERWARDS EARL OF DUDLEY 

Ward has no heart, they say, but I 

deny it, 
He has a heart, and gets his speeches 

by it 

Rogers's Table Talk, 1856, p. 152. 



CLI 
TWO RIVERS 

Tweed said to Till: 

"What gars ye rin sae Still?" 

Till said to Tm'eed: 

a Though ye rin wi' speed, 

And I rin slaw, 

Whar ye droon ae man, 

1 droon twa," 

Anon. 
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CLII 

ON SEEING LORD JEFFREY 
MOUNTED ON A DONKEY 

Witty as Horatius Flaccus, 
As great a Jacobite as Gracchus, 
Short, though not so fat as Bacchus, 
Riding on a little jackass. 

Sydney Smith, 1771—1845. 



CU1I 

ON MR. WILLIAM GRAHAM OF 
MORSKNOWE 

"Stop thief," Dame Nature cried to 

Death 
As Willy drew his latest breath; 
" How shall I make a fool again ? 
My choicest model thou hast ta'en." 
Robert Burns, 17551— 1796. 
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CL1V 
ON LORDS SPENCER AND SANDWICH 

Two noble earls, whom if I quote, 
Some folks might call me sinner. 

The one invented half a coat, 
The other half a dinner. 

The plan was good, as some will say, 
And fitted to console one, 

Because in this poor starving day- 
Few can afford a whole one. 

Am on. 

CLV 

DIVISION OF LABOUR 

A parsok, of too free a life, 

Was yet renowned for noble preaching, 
And many grieved to see such strife 

Between his living and bis leaching. 
His flock at last rebellious grew; 

"My friends," he said, "the simple 
fact is, 
Nor you nor I can both things do, 

But I can preach -and you can practise." 

Anon. 
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CLVI 

ON A STATUETTE OF CUPID 
Whoe'er thou art, thy master see 
That is, or was, or is to be. 

From the French. 

CLVII 
ON DOCTOR JOHN LETTSOM, THE QUAKER 

If anybody comes to I, 

I physicks, bleeds, and sweats 'em; 
If, after that, they like to die, 

Why, what care I ? — 

I Letts'm. 

Anon. 

Ci.v til 
"Epigrams sometimes produce permanent 
changes. The present Primate o£ all England 
signs himself ' Archibald Canluar ; ' but a hundred 
years ago 'Cant' was the customary abbreviation. 
Horace Walpole caused the change. Thus wrote 
lie of Archbishop Seeker : — 

The bench has oft posed us, and set us 

a-scofling 
By signing Will. London, John Sarum, 

John Roffin; 

So 
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But the head of the Church no expounder 

will want, 
For his Grace signs his own proper name, 

' Thomas Cant.' 

-"Seeker got nicknamed Tom Cant throughout 
his diocese in consequence, and hence it happened 
that his successors took to ' Oantuar, ' " 

Moktimer Collins {in Belgravia, xiv. 505). 

CLIX, 

I loved thee beautiful and kind, 

And plighted an eternal vow; 

So altered are thy face and mind, 

'Twere perjury to love thee now. 

Lord Nugent. 

cue 

ON THE 'ERECTION OF A MONUMENT IN 
WESTMINSTER AJ3BKY TO BUTLER, THE 
AUTHOR OF HUDIBHAS 

While Butler, needy wretch! was yet 

alive, 
K r o genTous patron would a dinner give : 
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See him, when starved to death, and 

turn'd to dust, 
Presented with a monumental bust ! 
The poet's fate is here in emblem shown, — 
He ask'd for bread, and he receiv'd a 

stone. 

S. Wesley, 1662—1735. 



CLXI 

ON JANE, DUCHESS OF GORDON, DE- 
CLINING TO GO TO A WATERING- 
PLACE, AS BEING VULGAR AND DULL, 

" Vulgar and dull," you'll therefore stay 
away ! 

That is, methinks, as if the sun should 
say, 

"A cold dark morning; I'll not rise to- 
day." 

Anon. 
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CLXII 

DESPATCH SENT IN CIPHER TO SIR 
CHARLES EAGOT, BRITISH AMBASSADOR 
AT THE HAGUE, RESPECTING A TREATY 
OF COMMERCE THEN UNDER DISCUS- 
SION BETWEEN ENGLAND AND HOL- 
LAND. JAN. 31, 1826 

IN matters of commerce, the fault of the 

Dutch 
Is giving- too little and asking too much. 
The French are with equal advantage 

content — 
So we'll clap on Dutch bottoms just 20 per 

cent, 



George Canning, 1770—1827. 
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CLXIII 

At a dinner at Lincoln's Inn, at which Sir 
George Rose was present, James Smith (1775 — 
1339) produced the following epigram: — 

In Craven Street, Strand, ten attorneys 

found place, 
And ten dark coal-barges are moored at 

its base; 
Fly, honesty, fly to some safer retreat, 
There's craft in the river and craft in the 

street. 

Sir Gaorge Rose immediately replied: — ■ 

Why should Honesty seek any safer 

retreat 
From the lawyers or barges, odd-rot 

'em ? 
For the lawyers are just at the top of the 

street, 
And the barges are just at the bottom. 
James Smith, 
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CLX1V 
ON LORD KENMARE AND DANIEL 
O'CGNNELL HESITATING TO FIGHT 
A DUEL WITH SIR C. SAXTON, THE 
ONE ON ACCOUNT OF HIS SICK 
DAUGHTER, THE OTHER THROUGH 
THE INTERFERENCE OF HIS WIFE. 

THESE heroes of Erin, abhorrent of 
slaughter, 
Improve on the Jewish command ; 
One honours his wife, and the other his 
daughter, 
That their days may be long in the land. 
T. Moore, 1.779 -1853. 

CLXV 

TASTE 

The French have taste in all they do, 

Which we are quite without : 
For Nature, which to them gave go/it, 
To us gave only gout. 
Thomas, Lord Brskihb, 1728— 1823, 
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CLXVI 
ON THE EARL OF GALLOWAY. 

What dost thou in that mansion fair? 

Flit, Galloway, and find 
Some narrow dirty dungeon cave, 

The picture of thy mind. 

Robert Burns, 1759—1796. 



CLXVII 

Bright ran thy line, O Galloway, 
Thro' many a far-famed sire : — 

So ran the far-famed Roman way, 
And ended in a mire. ■ 

Robert Bukns, 
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CLXVIII 

ON AN ARTIST, ENGAGED ON A PICTURE 
OF "JACOB'S BREAM." 

Dear , I'll gse ye some advice, — 

Ye'il tak it no uncivil ; 
You shouldna paint at angels mair, 

But try and paint the devil. 
To paint an Angel's kittle wark, 

Wi' Nick there's little danger ; 
You'll easy draw a lang-kent face, 

But no sae weel a stranger. 

ROBEET BUENS. 

CLXIX 
On A FOUNTAIN SACRED TO PAN 

These elms and willows with long pointed 

leaves, 
This plane, where bough with bough its 

foliage weaves, 
This fountain with its water trickling 

clear, 
These rustic drinking cups, for ever near, 
96 



Epigrams 



To Pan are sacred all : drink, passer by ! 
Thou'lt find it medicine— if thy throat be 

dry. 

W. Hay 
{From Hie Greek of Thelitis of Miletus). 

CLXX 

ON GARROW CROSS-EXAMINING AN OLD 
WOMAN TO PROVE THAT " A TENDER " 
HAD BEEN MADE. 

GARROW, forbear ! that tough old jade 
Will never prove a lender made. 

J. JEKYLL, 1752—1837. 

CLXXI 
ON A BAD SINGER 

Swans sing before they die ; 'twere no 

bad thing- 
Did certain persons die before they sing, 
S. T. Coleridge, 1772— 1B34. 
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CLXX1I 



Ok parent's knees, a naked newborn 
child 

Weeping thou satrst, while all around thee 
smiled ; 

So live, that sinking to thy last long- 
sleep, 

Calm thou may'st smile, while all around 
thee weep. 

Sir W. Jonks, 1746— 1794 
{From the Persian). 



ctxxm 

This gardener's rule applies to youth and 

age, 
When young sow wikl oats, but when old 

grow sage. 

If, J, Byron, born. 1835. 
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CLXXIV 
A GREEK IDEA EXPANDED 

Of Graces four, of Muses ten, 

Of Venuses now two are seen ; 
Doris shines forth to dazzle men, 
A Grace, a Muse, and Beauty's 
Queen ; 
But let me whisper one thing" more :— 
The Furies now are likewise four. 

Anon. 



CLXXV 

TO A MR. WEL.LWOOD WHO EXAGGER- 
ATED 

You double each story you tell, 
You double each sight that you see ; 

Your name's W. E. double L, 
W, double O, D. 

ANON, 
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CLXXVI 
CONVERSATION 

Conversation is but carving ; 
Give no more to every guest 
Than he's able to digest ; 
Give him always of the prime, 
And but a little at a time : 
Carve to all but just enough, 
Let them neither starve nor stuff : 
And, that you may have your due, 
Let your neighbours carve for you. 

Lockhart's Life of ScoU, iii. 3. 
(E. Caclell, Edinbtirgh, 1837.) 

CLXXVII 
ON A CERTAIN BR. BABINCTON, OF 
WHOM IT WAS SAID THAT THERK WAS 
FALSEHOOD IN HIS FACE 

That there is falsehood in his looks, 

1 must and will deny ; 
They tell their master is a knave, 

And, sure, they do not lie. 

Ii-OtifitfT BUKNS, 1759 — 1796. 
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CLXXVIII 
ON ROGERS'S ITALY 

Of Rogers's Italy Luttrell relates, 

'T would sure have been dish'd if 'twere 

not for the plates ! 

Makgukrite, Countess of Blessington, 
1789—1849. 



CLXXIX 

LORD WELLINGTON AND THE MINISTRY 
(1S15) 

So gently in peace Alcibiades smiled, 
While in battle he shone forth so teas 
rib! y grand ; 
That the emblem they 'graved on his seal 
was a child, 
With a thunderbolt placed in its inno- 
cent hand. 
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O Wellington ! long as such Ministers 
wield 
Your magnificent arm, the same em- 
blem will do ; 
For, while they're in Council and you in 
the Field, 
We've the babies in them, and the 
thunder in you. 

Thomas Moore, 1779—1852. 



CLXXX 
SCIRE TUOM NIHIL EST 

To have a thing is little, if you're not 

allowed to show it, 
And to know a thing is nothing, unless 

others know you know it. 

Loki3 Heaves, 1800—1876. 
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CLXXXI 

FLYING KITES 

In other regions, boys delight 
On winds of strength to raise their kite : 
But Erin's sons more pleasure find, 
In flying kites to raise the wind. 

The Rev. W. II. Drummond, D.D. 

CLXXXI I 
ON LORD CARRINGTON'S HOUSE 

James Smith lives here, 
Billy Pitt made him a peer, 
And took the pen from behind his ear. 

Anon. 

CLxxxm 

ASTROLOGY 

V,k7M not on the stars, fond Sage, 
In them no influence lies ; 

To read the fate of youth or age, 
Look on my Helen's eyes. 
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Vet, rash astrologer, forbear, 
Too dearly would be won 

The prescience of another's pain 
If purchased by thine own. 

Sir Walteh Scott 
{Legend of Montrose, cli. vi.). 

CLXXXIV 
WINDSOR POETICS 

[Lines composed on the occasion of His Royal 
Highness the Prince Regent being- seen standing 
between the coffins of Henry VIII. and Charles I. 
in the royal vault at Windsor. ] 

Fames for contemptuous breach of sacred 
ties, 

By headless Charles see heartless Henry 

lies : 
Between them stands another sceptred 

tiling : — 
It moves, it reigns— in all but name, a 

King : 
Charles to his people, Henry to his wife, 
—In him the double tyrant starts to life : 
104 
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Justice and death have mixed their dust 

in vain, 
Each royal vampire wakes to life again. 
Ah, what can tombs avail ! — since these 

disgorge 
The blood and dust of both — to mould a 

George. 

Lord Byron, 1788— 1S24. 

CLXXXV 
ON THE ENCLOSURE OF COMMON LANDS 

'TIS bad enough, in man or woman, 
To steal a goose from off a common ; 
But surely he's without excuse 
Who steals the common from the goose. 

A.MON. 
CLXXXVI 
ON ME. COMMISSARY COLDIE'S BRAINS 

Lord, to account who dares Thee call, 

Or e'er dispute Thy pleasure? 
Else why within so thick a wall, 
Enclose so poor a treasure ? 

Robert Burns, 1759—1796, 
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CLXXXVII 
THE WORLD 

5 TiS an excellent world that we live in, 
To lend, or to spend, or to give in ; 
But to borrow, or beg, or get a man's own, 
; Tis the worst world that ever was known. 

Anon. 

CLXXXVII I 
HOPE 

The wretch, condemned with life to part, 

Still, still on hope relies, 
And every pang that rends the heart, 

Bids expectation rise. 
Hope, like the glimmering tapei J s light, 

Adorns and cheers the way ; 
Ami still, as darker grows the night 

Emits a brighter ray. 

Goldsmith, 1728 — 1774. 
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CLXXXIX 
EUTHANASIA 

Count o'er the joys thine hours have 
seen, 
Count o'er thy days from anguish free ; 
And know, whatever thou hast been, 
'Tis something better not to be. 

Lord Byron. 



exc 

The soul of music slumbers in its shell, 
Till waked and kindled by the Master's 

spell ; 
And feeling hearts, touch them but rightly, 

pour 
A thousand melodies unheard before, 

S. Rogers, 1763— .1855, 
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CXCI 

When the tree waves and bends, we know 

The breeze is Wowing through it ; 
God's breath, we shall, know, doth o'er 
thee blow 
When thy heart is bending to it. 

W. E. Evans 
(in Foliaruin Silvula, Part l). 



CXCII 
ON GEORGE IV, 5 S PHYSICIANS 

The King employs three doctors daily, 

Willis, Heberden, and Baillie ; 

Ail exceeding clever men, 

Baillie, Willis, Heberden ; 

But doubtful which most sure to kill is 

Baillie, Heberden. or Willis. 

Amom. 
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CXCIII 

ON PROFESSOR AIREY, THE ASTRONOMER 
ROYAL, AND HIS BEAUTIFUL WIFE 

Airey alone has gain'd that double prize 
Which forc'd musicians to divide the 
crown : 
His works have rais'd a mortal to the 
skies, 
His marriage vows have drawn an angel 
down. 

Sydney Smith, 1771—1845. 



cxciv 

ON AUSTRALIAN CONVICTS 

True patriots we, for, be it understood, 
We left our country for our country's 
good. 

Harrington ( Tin Pickpocket). 
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cxcv 

ON NASH, THE ARCHITECT 

[Who introduced the use of Roman cement in 
London houses.] 

Augustus at Rome was for building re- 

nowtfd, 
And of marble he left what of brick he had 

found : 
But is not our Nash, too, a very great 

master ? 
He finds us all brick, and he leaves us all 

plaster. 

Daily News, July 17, 1896, 

CXCV I 
WMTTEK IN A CHILD'S ALBUM 

Small service is true service while it lasts, 
Of Friends, however humble, scorn not- 
one ; 
'flie Daisy, by the shadow that it casts, 
Protects the lingering dew-drop from 
the Sun, 

WQimsWOKTH, 
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CXCVII 
ON BURKE 

OFT have I heard that ne'er on Irish 

ground 
A poisonous reptile ever yet was found ; 
Nature, though slow, will yet complete her 

work, 
She saved her venom to create a Burke. 
Warren Hastings, 1732— 1818. 

[The author of the above lines was Warren 
Hastings himself; his private secretary (Mr. 
Evans) sat by his side during the trial, and saw 
him write the above. My authority is a niece of 
Mr. Evans, who formed one of Iter uncle's family 
at the period of the trial. — N. M, in Nvies and 
Qutrkt, April is, 1851.J 
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CXCVIII 

ON CANNING'S DESERTION OF THE 
WHIGS (1793) 

THE turning of coats so common is grown, 

That no one would think to attack it ; 
But no case until now was so flagrantly 
known 
Of a school-boy turning his jacket. 

Richard Fitzpatrick, 1748—1815. 
(George Canning was bora in 1770, and died 
1827.] 



CXCIX 

ON A BLACK MAI4BLE STATUE OF A 
SLAVE, WHICH SUPPORTED A SUN- 
DIAL IN CLEMENT'S INN 

In vairij poor sable son of woe, 

Thou seek'st a tender ear ; 
In vain thy tears with anguish flow, 

For mercy dwells not here. 
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From cannibals thou fly'st in vain ; 

Lawyers iess quarter give ; 
The first won't eat you till you're slain, 

The last will do 't alive. 

Anon. 
(New Foundling Hospital for Wit, 1784, vi. 222.) 



CC 

ON THE DEATH OF GKNERAI, WOLFE 

('759) 

Aix-CONQU'IUNG cruel Death, more hard 

than rocks, 
Thou should'st have spared the Wolfe, 

atid took the Fox, 

A.NON. 

[Now Foundling Hospital for Wis, 1784, y, iSS.) 
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CCI 
ON DR. JOWETT, FELLOW OF TRINITY 
HALL, CAMBRIDGE, AND REGIUS PRO- 
FESSOR OF CIVIL LAW IN THAT UNI- 
VERSITY 

A LITTLE garden little Jowett made, 
And fenced it with a little palisade ; 
But little taste had little Dr, Jowett, 
And little did the little garden show it. 

Anon. 
ecu 

ON A CARICATURE REPRESENTING THREE 
HARROW BOYS IN A PAIR OF SCALES, 
OUTWEIGHING THREE ETONIANS 

What mean ye by that print so rare, 

Ye wits of Harrow jealous ; 
But that we soar aloft in air 
While ye are heavy fellows ? 

George Canhikg. 
this appeared in the Eton School Magazine, 
the Micwa/m, and was replied to in the follow- 
ing epigram by Theodore Hook, then a boy ai 
Harrow !— 
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REPLY TO THE ABOVE 

Cease, ye Etonians ! and no more 

With rival wits contend ; 
Feathers we know will float in air 

And bubbles will ascend. 

Theodore Hook 



ccm 

ON SHAKESPEARE'S MONUMENT 

The bust of Shakespeare in the church of 
Stratford-on-Avon was coloured to represent a 
living countenance. Malone, the commentator, 
disapproved of this, and caused it to be covered 
with a coat of white paint, in order to make it 
look like stone. General R. Fitzpatriek, 1748— 
1S15, on seeing it, wrote the following 'in She 
album at Stratford-on-Avon :— 



Stranger, to whom this monument is 

shown, 
Invoke the poet's curse upon Malone ! 
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Whose meddling zeal his barbarous taste 

displays, 
And smears his tombstone, as he marr'd 
his plays. 
Gentleman' s Magazine, lxxxv., part I, 390. 

CCIV 

WRITTEN ON AN UNSIGHTLY WOODEN 
BRIDGE, NEAR THE MIDLAND RAIL- 
WAY STATION AT NOTTINGHAM, AND 
LEADING ACROSS THE LINE FROM 
STATION STREET TO THE MEADOWS 

What's this erection 

Worthy of note, 
In the direction 

OfWilfbrd boat? 1 

Where the line Lincolnwards 

Qukteth the station, 
Gaze and admire at its 

Proud elevation ! 

' A ferry-boat across tlie Trent. 
Il6 
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Winterly, summerly, 
Months it hath stood ; 

Fashioned so monstrously 
Iron and wood. 

Look at it, soaring so 

High in the air — 
While Humanity ponders 

How came it there ? 

Who was the builder ? 

Who the designer ? 
Was it A. Pugin ? 

Or Patt'son and Hine, 1 or 

Who did the iron- work? 

Who was the j'iner ? 
What was it built for ? 

What's the excuse 

Of its skilful projectors 
The railway directors ? 

Is it for ornament ? 
Is it for use? 

1 Names of a local bulkier and architect, 
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Is it a shorter cut 

Into the town ? 
Forty steps to the top, 

Forty steps down ! 

Alas for the taste displayed 

In this one bridge they've made ; 

Surely but one ! 
Oh ! it is sorrowful 

Near a whole borough-ful — 

Friend it hath none. 
Make no deep scruti- 
Ny into its beauty, 

Lightness and grace : 
For it lias none of them, 
Not even one of them — 

Summit or base. 

Take it down instantly, 

Clear it away ; 
Useless and lumbering, 
The ground only cumbering, 

Doivt let it stay. 

P. R. Goody kk, 1:847, 
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CCV 
WRITTEN IN THE ALBUM OF THE BELL 
ROCK LIGHTHOUSE 
Pharos loquitur 
Far in the bosom of the deep 
O'er these wild shelves my watch I keep ; 
A ruddy gem of changeful light 
Bound on the dusky brow of night. 
The seaman bids my lustre hail 
And scorns to strike his timorous sail. 
Sir Walter Scott, 1814. 

CCVI 

ON A BOOK ENTITLED WHO WROTE 
ICON BAS1UKE1 BY DR. CHRISTOPHER 
WORDSWORTH, MASTER OF TRINITY 
COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE 

Who wrote Who wrote Icon BasiHke t 

I, said the Master of Trinity, 

With my small ability, 

1 wrote Who wrote Icon Basilike f 

Dh, E H. K.ENNERY, 
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CCVXI 
"BUT I GO ON FOR EVER" 

Full many a Ministry I've seen 

For now twice twenty years ; 
And still, wbate'er the list has been, 

There " Palmerston " appears. 
I wish to know, for much I shun 

Too quickly to condemn : 
Did they all rat to Palmerston, 

Or Palmerston to them ? 

Blackwood's Magazine. 

covin 

CONSAKGUINEUS LETI SOPOR 

Glenelg often says, "What can 1 have 
to fear 
In exchanging this world for another ? 
Death's face can't be strange to myself, 
who am here 
On such intimate terms with his 
brother." 

Blue/mood's Magazine, May 1838, 
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CCIX 

ON DICKENS 

YOU ask me what I see in Dickens . . , 
A game-cock among bantam chickens. 
W. S. Landor, 1775 — 1864. 

ccx 

EPIGRAM SAID TO HAVE BEEN WRITTEN 
ON THE WINDOW OF AN INN ABOUT 
THE TIME OF HER PRESENT MAJESTY'S 
ACCESSION, WHOM GOD LONG PRE- 
SERVE 

" The Queen's with us," the Whigs 

exulting say, 
" For when she found us in, she let us 

slay," 
It may be so ; but give me leave to doubt 
How long she'll keep you when she finds 

you out, 

Notts mill Querist, M, S. viii. , Jammiy S, 1859, 
(See also Blackwood! $ Mttgasiiie, xlii, , 191.) 
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CCX1 
A REFLECTION 

When Eve upon the first of men 
The Apple press'd with specious cant, 

O 5 what a thousand pities then 
That Adam was not Adamant. 

Thomas Hood, 1798—1845. 

CCXII 

ON A BRACE OF WOODCOCKS KILLED AT 
ONE SHOT BY SIR FRANCIS CHANTREY, 
WHEN ON A VISIT AT HOLKHAM IN 
NOVEMBER J 829, AND AFTERWARDS 
SCULPTURED ON A MARBLE MONU- 
MENT TO THEIR MEMORY. 

[Professor Muif head's Winged Words on Chani- 
re?s Ww&mks, 1857. J 

Written in Latin and English. 

Shall Chantrey be call ! d a Destroyer, or 

not ? 
Be slaughters, indeed, his two birds at 

on i; shot. 
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But, pitying his victims, with generous 

endeavour, 
To make more amends by his chisel so 

clever, 
He revives them to live on in marble for 

ever. 



To us twin birds, who by one twin wound 
fell, 

The hand that smote, by some strange 
miracle 

Gave back a life, — for ever to remain ! 

" How may this be ? " you ask, " I pray 
explain." 

Chantrey's great name resolves the mys- 
tery ; 

The twain his aim destroyed, his art for- 
bade to die. 



Closely in form, in life, in death allied, 
The hand that killed us and revived 
was one ; 

12 3 
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For he, by whose sure sportsmanship we 
died, 
Has bid us live immortally in stone. 



The nest is by the late Bishop Wilberforce : — 
Life in Death, a mystic lot, 

Dealt thou to the winged band, 
Death — from thine unerring shot, 
Life — from thine unerring hand. 



Lord Jeffrey wrote this distich :— 
Their good and ill from the same source 

they drew ;— 
Here shrined in marble by the hand that 

slew. 



Use following is by Professor Muirhead :— 
Amazed I view the consecrated spot, 
Where Chantrey kill'd two woodcocks at 

a shst ; 
For yonder, to ! his breathing victims are 
More deathless than in life, and lovelier far. 
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' The above epigrams will be found in Dotld. 
Another later epigram-epitaph on the same sub- 
ject runs as follows : — 

One shot killed both, a doubly hapless lot ; 
A sportsman carved us, whom an artist 
shot. 



CCXIII 

ON THE LATE PAPER WAR BETWEEN 
ANACREON MOORE AND THE EDITOR 
OF A REVIEW. 

When Anacreon would fight, as the poets 
have said, 
A reverse he displayed in his vapour ; 
For while all his poems were loaded with 
lead, 
His pistols were loaded with paper. 

Spirit of the Publk Journals, x. 283, 
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ecxiv 

WRITTEN ON A LOOKING-GLASS 

I change, and so do women too ; 
But I reflect — which women never do. 

Anon. 
CCXV 
WHAT AN EPIGRAM IS 

WHAT is an epigram ? a dwarfish whole ; 
Its body brevity and wit its soul. 

S. T. COLEKIDGE. 
CCXVI 
ON OXFORD FEES FOR DEGREES 

When Alma Mater ber kind heart en- 
larges, 
Charges her graduates, graduates her 

charges, 
What safer rule could guide the account- 
ant's pen 
Than that of doubling fees for Dublin men ? 
Hehjiv IxmavuviLm Mansel, 1^20—1871. 
iz6 
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CCXVII 

The honorary degree at Oxford having been 
declined by a distinguished officer, on account of 
the heavy fees at that time demanded, his refusal 
was thus set forth :— 

Oxford, no doubt you wish me well, 

But, prithee, let me be ; 
I can't, alas, be D.C.L. 

Because of L.S.D. 



ccxvui 

CUf BONO? 

What is Hope? A smiling rainbow 
Children follow through the wet ; 

; Tis not here, still yonder, yonder \ 
Never urchin found it yet. 

What is Life ? A thawing ice-board 
On a sea with sunny shore ; — 

Gay we sail ; it melts beneath us, 
We are sunk and seen no more. 
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What is Man ? A foolish baby, 
"Vainly strives and fights and frets ; 

Demanding all, deserving nothing ; 
One small grave is what he gets. 

T. Caklyle. 



CCXIX 

A vicar, long ill, who had treasured up 

wealth, 
Told his curate each Sunday to pray for 

his health. 
Which oft having done, a parishioner 

said, 
That the curate ought rather to wish he 

were dead. 
"By my troth," says the curate, " let credit 

be given, 
I ne'er prayed for his death., hut 1 have for 

his Hiring," 

PuU-JSSTK's Churchyard Gleanings, etc., 1830. 
JE38 
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ccxx 

ON A RECENT CHANGE OF HEAD- 
MASTERS AT RUGBY 

Rugby, in sight of priests and laymen, 

Was fading fast away ; 
So, wisely, they suspended Hayman, 

For fear of More decay. 

Anon. 



CCXXI 
ON MAGDALEN HALL, OXFORD 

There once was at Magdalen Hall 
A man who knew nothing at all ; 

He took his degree 

At seventy-three, 
Which is youngish— for Magdalen Hall, 

Anon, 
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CCXXII 

ON THE LATE MASTER OF BALLIOL 
COLLEGE, OXFORD 

Here I am, my name is Jowett. 
What there is to know, I know it. 
Tin the Master of this college, 
What I know not, is not knowledge. 

Anon. 



ccxxiii 

ON THE DEAN OK CHRISTCHURCJJ, 
OXFORD 

I am the Dean of Christchurch, sir ; 

This is rny wife, pray look at her : 

I am broad and she is high ; 

We are the University, 

Anon 
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CCXXIV 

ON LIFE 

Life ! we've been long together, 
Through pleasant and through cloudy 

weather : 
''lis hard to part when friends are dear ; 
Perhaps 'twill cost a sigh, a tear ; 
Then steal away, give little warning, 

Choose thine own time, 
Say not Good Night, but in some brighter 
clime 
Bid me Good Morning. 

Mrs. Barbauul 

CCXXV 

EXTEMPORE POEM ADDRESSED TO 
LADY liliOWN 

When I was young and de'bonnair, 
The brown<i<& nymph to me wns fair ; 
But now I'm old, and wiser grown, 
The fairest nymph to me is Brown, 

Asirited (a LOSE Lytm.istun 
{in An Asylum fir Fugitive Pieta, :t?86, U, tgx), 
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CCXXVI 

THE HISTORY OF A CASE, SHORTLY 
REPORTED BY A MASTER IN CHANCERY 

Mr. Leach made a speech, 
Angry, neat, and wrong ; 

Mr. Hart, on the other part, 
Was prosy, dull, and long. 

Mr. Bell spoke very well, 

Though nobody knew what about ; 
Mr. Trower talked for an hour, 

Sat down fatigued and hot. 

Mr. Parker made the case darker, 
Which was dark enough without ; 

Mr. Cook quoted his book, 
And the Chancellor said, " I doubt." 
Sie G, Rose, 
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CCXXVII 

ON THE PUBLICATION OF THE GREVILLE 
MEMOIRS 

For fifty years he listened at the. door, 

And heard some scandal, and invented 
more. 

This he wrote down ; and statesmen, 
queens, and kings, 

Appear before us quite as common things. 

Most now are dead ; yet some few still 
remain 

To whom these " Memoirs" give a need- 
less pain ; 

For though they laugh, and say"Tis only 
Grcville." 

They wish him and his " Memoirs" at the 
Devil. 

ANON. 
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CCXXVIII 

ON LORD PALMERSTON AND LORD DERBY 
BEING SIMULTANEOUSLY ATTACKED BY 
GOUT, 1865 

The Premier in, the Premier out, 
Are both laid up with pedal gout, 

And no place can they go to ; 
Hence it ensues, that though of old, 
Their differences were manifold, 

They now agree in ioto. 

AM*?. 



CCXXIX 
ON TWO OXFORD HISTORIANS 

Each ladles butter from the other's tubs, 
Stubbs butters Freeman, Freeman butters 
Stubbs. 

Anok. 
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ANOTHER 

Sure such a pair have never yet been 
seen 

As blustering Freeman and as blundering- 
Green. 
Attributed to Prof. Thorold Rogers. 



ccxxx 

ON THE TICHI'.ORNE TRIAL 

We'll prove, say Baxter, Rose and 
Norton, 1 

The Claimant isn't Arthur Orton. 

They've only proved, what's less impor- 
tant, 

That he has clone what Arthur oughtn't. 
Notes and Queries, Nov, 1881. 

1 The Claimant's Solicitors. 
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CCXXXI 
AN EPIGRAM ON AN EPITAPH 

Emigravit is tlv inscription on the tomb- 
stone where he lies ; 

Dead he is not, but departed : for the 
artist never dies. 

Longfellow 

{on Albert Diirer's tomb at Nuremberg). 



CCXXXJI 
METJM AND TUUM RECONCILED 

The Law decides questions of ?neum and 

tttum, 
By kindly arranging to make the thing 

suttm. 

Anon, 
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CCXXXIII 

ON THE APPOINTMENT, BY THE ARCH- 
BISHOPS OF CANTERBURY AND YORK, 
OF LORD PENZANCE, FORMERLY JUDGE 
OF THE DIVORCE COURT, TO BE THE 
JUDGE OF THE NEW COURT, ESTAB- 
LISHED BY THE PUBLIC WORSHIP 
REGULATION ACT 

Penzance, by Thompson named and 

Tait, 
To bind together Church and State 

With Worship Regulation ; 
Accustomed only to divorce, 
Will bring- about in speedy course 
Judicial separation. 

Church Times, Avg, 7, 1874. 
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CCXXXIV 
ON MR. JOSEPH HUME, M.P., MAY 1 838 

We're all agreed that Joseph is a goose, 
Yet think his noisy gabble has its use. 
Joe of our income saves some fraction 

small : 
Rome's geese did more : they saved her 

capital. 

Impromptu by Mb, Ellick, on hearing the 
above : — 

JOE may not match, perhaps, the Roman 

geese, 
But, faith, he diddled the lame ducks of 

Greece. 

Ditto by Mb. Shiei, :— 
Who says we've not a classic House of 

Commons, 
When Hume's a Greek, and most of us 
are Romans? 

Blackwood's Magazine, vol. xliii, 
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ccxxxv 

ON HIS PARSONAGE BEING ENTERED 
AND ROBBED 

They came and prigged my stockings, my 

linen, and my store ; 
But they would not prig my sermons, for 

they were prigged before. 

Rev. C. Townsend. 



CCXXXV I 
THE SELKIRK GRACE 

Some has meat and canna eat, 
And some wad eat that want it ; 

But we hae meat and we can eat, 
And sae the Lord be thankit. 

BURNS; 
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ccxxxvn 

REASONS FOR THE CHOICE OF A 
FOREIGN AMBASSADOR 

I 

How comes it Durham's sent abroad on 
embassies to roam ? 

His claim is this— he makes himself un- 
bearable at home. 

II 

Mature made Durham, I've a strong sus- 
picion, 

With all this wormivood in his composi- 
tion ; 

Like Hodgson's bitter ale, whose destina- 
tion 

Is not for home consumpt', but exporta- 
tion. 

Blackwood's Magazine, 1838. 
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ccxxxvm 

VERSES INSCRIBED ON A SUMMER- 
HOUSE IN THE GROUNDS OF HOLLAND 
HOUSE 

Here Rogers sat, and here for ever 

dwell 
To me those Pleasures that he sings so 

well. 



Henry Richard Vassal, 

third Lord Holland 

[Notes and Quarks, 3rd S., vii. 92). 



CCXXXIX 

An epigram should, like a pin, conjoint 
In its small compass show both head and 
point. 
M.N.8. in Notes aud Queries, Fell, 4, 1865. 
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I 

ON JOAN BRODNAX, 1 592 

Lyve well and Dye never 
Dye well and Live ever. 

II 

UPON A LADY THAT DIED IN GIVING 
BIRTH TO A DAUGHTER 

As Gilly-flowers do but stay 

To blow and seed, and so away ; 

So you, sweet Lady, sweet as May, 

The garden's glory liv'd awhile, 

To lend the world your scent and smile. 

But when your own faire print was set, 

Once in a Virgin Flosculet, 

Sweet as yourself, and newly blown, 

To g'ive that life, resigned your own ; 

But so, as still the mother's power 

Lives in the pretty Lady flower. 

Robert Hebeick, 1591— 1674. 
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III 

ON SIR JOHN MANDEVILLE, EORN AT 
ST. ALBANS, AND BURIED THERE (1372) 
IN ST. ALBANS ABBEY 

Lo, in this tomb of travellers do ly 
One rich in nothing but in memory. 
His name was Sir John Mandeville, con- 
tent, 
Having seen much mirth, with small con- 
finement, 
Towards which he travelled ever since 

his birth, 
And at last pawned his body to the earth, 
Which by a statute must in mortgage be 
Till a Redeemer come to set it free. 



146 



Epitaphs 

IV 

ON SHAKESPEARE'S grave in 
STRATFORD CHURCH 

GOOD friend, for Jesu's sake, forbear 

To dig the dust enclosed here ; 

Bless'd be the man that spares these 

stones, 
And curs'd be he that moves my bones. 



ON PRINCE HENRY, ELDEST SON OF 
JAMES 1. 
[Ha died Nov. s- Jfea,] 
Lo, where he shineth yonder, 

A fixed star in heaven, 
Whose motion thence comes under 

None of the planets seven ; 

If that the moon should tender 

The sun her love and many, 

They could not both engender 

So bright a star as Harry. 

Hugh now., a no, died 1638. 
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ON THE DEATH OF THE LADY ARABELLA 
STUART 

Plow do I thank thee, Death, and bless 

thy power, 
That I have past the guard, and 'scaped 

the Tower ! 
And now my pardon is my epitaph, 
And a small coffin my poor carcass 

hath ; 
For at thy charge both soul and body 

were 
Enlarged at last, secured from hope and 

fear, 
That among saints, this amongst kings is 

laid ; 
And what my birth did claim, my death 

hath paid. 

Dk. Richakd Corbet, /Jisfiojb of 'Norwich, 
born i$9., died 1635. 
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VII 

[The following epitaph on Sir Philip Sidney, 
inscribed on a board, hung on a pillar in St. 
Paul's Church, Farringdon Without.] 

England, Netherland, the Heavens and 
the Arts, 

The Soldiers, and the World, have made 
six parts 

Of noble Sidney : for none will suppose 

That a small heap of stones can Sidney- 
enclose. 

His body hath England, for she it fed, 

Netherland his blood, in her defence 
shed ; 

The Heavens have his soul, the Arts 
have his fame, 

All Soldiers the grief, the World his 

good name. 

Sir Waltek Raleigh, 
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VIII 

ON A TOMB AT BABRAHAM IN 
CAMBRIDGESHIRE, BEARING DATE )6oo 

Here lyes Horatio Palavicene, 
Who robb'd the Pope to lend the Quccne. 
He was a thief. A thief, thou ly'st : 
For wide? He robbed but Antichrist. 
Him Death with besom swept from 

Bahrain 
Into the bosom of oulde Abram ; 
But then came Hercules with his club, 
And struck him down to Beelzebub. 



OS HIS BROTHER, FRANCIS BEAUMONT, 
THE DRAMATIST 

On Death, thy murd'rer, this revenge I 

take ; 
1 slight his terror, and just question 

make, 
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Which of us two the best precedence 

have, 
Mine to this wretched world, thine to the 

grave ; 
Thou should'st have followed me, but 

Death to blame, 
Miscounted years, and measiu J d age by 

fame. 
So dearly hast thou bought thy precious 

lines, 
Their praise grew swiftly ; so thy life 

declines : 
Thy Muse, the hearer's queen, the 

reader's love, 
All ears, all hearts, (but Death's) could 

please and move. 

Sir John Bkaomont, 1582—1628. 



151 



Epitrfks 
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m ST. MICHAEL'S CHURCH, DUMFRIES, 
ON THE TOME OF PROVOST IRVING, 
WHO DIED IN 1633 

King James at first me Balive named, 
Dramfreis oft since me Provost clamed. 
God hast (sic) for me ane Crowne re- 
served, 
For King and Countrie I have served. 
Notes and Queries, 1889. 

XS 

ON THE TOMB OF A BOY, WHO DIED IN 

THE YEAR 1633, AGED NINE YEARS 

[It is surprising, says a writer in tlie Cornhilt 
Magazine, to find how the old Pagan mythology 
ifld* a place alongside the expression, of Christian 
hope, and that so long after the Renaissance sad 
the Reformation,] 

Great Jove hath lost his Ganymede, I 

know, 
Which made him seek another here 

below, 
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And findings none, not one like unto 

this, 
Hath ta'en him hence into ctcrnall bliss. 
Cease, then, for thy dear Meneleb to 

weep — 
God's darlinge was too good for thee to 

keep ; 
But rather joye in this great favour given, 
A child is made a saint in heaven. 

Corithitt Magazine, lxiii., 250. 



XII 

IN THE CHURCHYARD AT PRITTLEWELL, 
NEAR SOUTHEND, ESSEX 

Here licth the body of Mrs Anna 
& Dorothy Freeborne wives of Mr 
Samuel Freeborne wlioe departed 
this life one y« 31' of Ivly Anno 1641 
the othar Avgvst y° 20 Anno 1658 
one aged 33 years y e other 44 
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Under one stone two precious jems 

dolly 
Eqvall in worth weight lustre sanctity. 
If yet perhaps one of them might excel 
Which was't who knows ask him y* knew 

them wel 
By long enjoyment if hee thus be press' d 
Heel pause then answer truly both were 

best. 
weret in my choice that either of the 

twayne 
might bee return'd to mee t' enjoy againe 
Which should I chuse wel since 1 know- 
not whether 
lie mourne for tlr loss of both, but wish 

for neither. 
Yet here's my comfort herein lyes my 

hope 
The time's a comeinge cabinets shall ope 
which are lockt fast then then shall I 

see 
my jewelis to my joy my Jewells me. 
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XIII 
UPON A CHILD THAT DYED 

Here she lies, a pretty bud, 
Lately made of flesh and blood ; 
Who as soon fell fast asleep, 
As her little eyes did peep. 
Give her strewings, but not stir 
The earth that lightly covers her. 

HERKICK (Ihsperides). 



ON SIR THOMAS STANLEY, KNIGHT, 

IN TONG CHURCH, SHROPSHIRE 

[On the East end of the tomb.] 

ASK who lies here, but do not weep ; 
He is not dead, he doth but sleep. 
This stony register is for his bones, 
His fame is more perpetual than these 

stones : 
And his own goodness, with himself being 

gone 
Shall live when earthly monument is none. 
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[On the West end of the tomb. ] 
Not monumental stone preserves our 

feme, 
Nor sky-aspiring pyramids our name. 
The memory of him, for whom this stands, 
Shall outlive marble, and defacers' hands : 
When all to Time's consumption shall be 

given, 
Stanley, for whom this stands, shall stand 

in heaven. 

W. Shakespeare, 1588—1616. 



XV 

IN TODDINGTON CHURCH, BEDS. 

MARIA WENTWORTH, ILLUSTRIS THOMAS 
COMITIS CLEVELAND FILIA PRE MOR- 
TUA PRIMA ANIMAM VIRC1NEAM EX- 
KAI.AVIX [— ] JANTJAR AKO DNI 
M'PCXXXII. AKTAT XVIII. 

And here ye pretious dust is iayde 
Whose ptirclie temper'd clay was made 
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So fine that it ye guest betray'd. 
Else the soule grew so fast within 
It broke y e outward shelle of sin 
And soe was hatch'd a Cherubin. 
In height it soared to God above, 
In depth it did to knowledge move, 
And spread in breadth to generaile love. 
Before a pious duty shin'd, 
To Parents curtesie behind, 
On either side an equal minde. 
Good to ye poore, to kindred deare, 
To servants kinde, to friendship deare, 
To nothing but herself severe. 
See though a Virgin yet a Bride 
To evevie grace, she justified 
A chaste Polligamie, and dyed. 



XVI 

ON THE COUNTESS DOWAGER 01'' 
PEMBROKE 

Underneath this sable hearse 
Lies the subject of all verse ; 
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Sidney's sister— Pembroke's mother. 
Death, ere thou hast slain another 
Fair and wise and good as she, 
Time shall throw a dart at thee. 

Marble piles let no man raise 
To her name for after days ; 
Some kind woman, bom as she, 
Reading this, like Niobe, 
Shall turn marble, and become 
Both her mourner and her tomb. 

W. Browne, 1590 — 1645. 



XVII 
ON DR. JOHN DONNE, 1 573— 163 1. 

H ere lies Dean Donne : enough ; those 

words alone 
Show him as fully as if all the stone 
His church of Paul's contains, were 

through mscrib'd ; 
Or all the walkers there to speak him 

brib'd. 
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None can mistake him, for one such as 
he, 

Donne, dean, or man, more none shall 
ever see. 

Not man ? no, though unto a sun each 
eye 

Were turrfd, the whole earth so to over- 
spy ; 

A bold brave word : yet such brave spirits 
as knew 

His spirit, will say, it is less brave than 
true. 

Anon. 



xv i n 

ON HENRY DANVEES, EARL OF DAN1U' 

Sacred marble, safely keep 
His dust, who under thee must sleep, 
Until the years again restore 
Their dead, and time shall be no more. 
Meanwhile, if he (which all things wears) 
Does ruin thee, or if thy tears 
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Are shed for him, dissolve thy frame, 
Thou art requited : for his fame, 
His virtue, and his worth shall be 
Another monument to thee. 

Geoege Herbert, 1593—1632. 

XIX 

IN ST. MICHAEL'S CHURCH, LEWES 

[In memory of Sir Nicholas Pelham, an ancestor 
of Lord Chichester, who repulsed the French 
forces which attacked Seaford, compelling them 
to escape to their ships. He died in 1559. j 

His valour's proofe, his manlie virtue's 
prayse 
Cannot be marshall'd in this narrow ' 
roome ; 
His brave exploit in great King Henry's 
dayes, 
Among the worlhye hath a worthier 
tombe : 
What time the French sought to have 
sack't Sea-Ford 
This Pelham did Re-Pel'em back a- 
board. 
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xx 

ON HIS FIRST-BORN SON 

FAREWELL, thou child of my right hand 

and joy ; 

My sin was too much hope of thee, 

lov'd boy ; 

Seven years thou wert lent to me, and I 

thee pay, 

Exacted by thy Fate on the just day. 

O, could I lose all father now ! For why 

Will man lament the state he should 

envy ? 

To have so soon 'scap'd world's and flesh's 

rage, 

And, if no other misery, yet age. 

Rest in soft peace, and, ask'd, say, here 

doth lie 

Benjomon his best piece a? poetry. 

For whose sake, henceforth all vows be 

such 

As what lie loves, may never like too 

much. 

REN fONSON, tS7<1--t637. 
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XXI 

ON MARGARET RATCLIFFE, SISTER OF 
SIR JOHN RATCLIFFE 

M ARELE, weep ! for thou dost cover 

A dead beauty underneath thee, 

R ich as nature could bequeath thee ; 

G rant, then, no rude hand remove her. 

A 11 the gazers in the skies, 

R ead not in fair heaven's story 

E xpresser truth, or truer glory, 

T han they might in her bright eyes, 

R are as wonder was her wit 

A nd like nectar, ever flowing ; 

T ill time, strong by her bestowing, 

C onquered hath both life and it ; 

L ife, whose grief was out of fashion 

I n these times. Few so have rued 

F ate in a brother. 1 To conclude, 

F or wit, feature, and true passion 

E arih, thou hast not another. 

Ben Jonbon. 
1 Ttie deaths of four toothers ate mentioned in 
Ben jfonsea'* ninety-third Epigram* 



162 



Epilapli-s 



ON MICHAEL DRAYTON (pb. 1631) 

DO, pious marble, let thy readers know 
What they and what their children owe 
To Drayton's name, whose sacred dust 
We recommend unto thy Trust : 

Protect his memory and preserve his 
story, 

Remain a lasting monument of glory ; 
And when thy ruins shall disclaim 
To be the treasurer of his name, 
1 lis name; which cannot fade, shall lie 
An everlasting' monument to thee. 

B.1SN JONSQN, 

XX III 
ON TCT.IZABETH L. H, 

Wouti>ST thou hear what man can say 
In a. little? Reader, stay. 
Underneath this stone doth lie 
As much beauty as could die ; 
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Which in life did harbour give 
To more virtue than doth live. 
If at all she had a fault 
Leave it buried in this vault. 
One name was Elizabeth, 
The other let it sleep with death, 
Fitter where it died, to tell 
Than that it lived at all, farewell. 
Ben Jonson. 

xxiv 

epitaph on s. p., 
a child of queen elizabeth's chapel 

Weep with me, all you that read 

This little story ; 
And know, for whom a tear you shed, 

Death's self is sorry. 
Twas a child, that did so thrive 

In grace and feature, 
As Heaven and Nature seemed to 
strive 

Which owned the creature. 
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Years he numbered scarce thirteen, 

When fates turned cruel, 
Yet three filled zodiacs had he been 

The stage's jewel. 
And did act, what now we moan, 

Old men so duly, 
As, sooth, the Rascal thought him one, 

lie played so truly. 
So, by error, to his fate 

They all consented, 
But viewing; him since, alas, too late ! 

They have repented ; 
And have sought, to give new birth, 

In baths to steep him, 
But being much too good for earth, 

Heaven vows to keep him. 

BEN Jonson. 



165 



Epitaphs 



XXV 

TO THE MEMORY OF MY BELOVED, THE 
AUTHOR, MR. WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE, 
AND WHAT HE HATH LEFT US 

To draw no envy, Shakspeare, on thy 

name, 
Am I thus ample to thy book, and fame ; 
While I confess my writings to be such 
As neither man, nor muse, can praise too 

much ; 
'Tis true, and all men's suffrage : but these 

ways 
Were not the paths I meant unto thy 

praise : 
For seeliest ignorance on these may light, 
Which, when it sounds at best, but echoes 

right ; 
Or blind affection, which doth ne'er ad- 
vance 
The truth, but gropes, and urgcth all by 
chance ; 
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Or crafty malice might pretend this praise, 
And think to ruin, where it seem'd to 

raise ; 
These are as some infamous bawd, or 

whore, 
Should praise a matron ; what could hurt 

her more ? 
But thou art proof against them ; and 

indeed, 
Above the ill fortune of them, or the 

need : 
f , therefore, will begin ; Soul of the age, 
The applause, delight, and wonder of our 

stage, 
My Shakspeare, rise ! I will not lodge 

thee by 
Chaucer or Spenser ; or bid Beaumont lie 
A little further, to make thee a room ; 
Thou art a monument without a tomb 
And art alive still, while thy book doth 

live, 
And we have wits to read, and praise to 

give. 

J 67 



Epitaphs 

That I not mix thee so, my brain excuses; 
I mean, with great but disproportion 1 *! 

muses : 
For, if I thought my judgment were of 

years, 
I should commit thee surely with thy 

peers : 
And tell, how far thou did'st our Lyly out- 
shine, 
Of sporting Kyd, or Marlowe's mighty 

line. 
And though thou hadst small Latin, and 

less Greek, 
From thence to honour thee, I would not 

seek 
For names: but call forth thund'ring 

■/Eschylus, 
Etiripides, and Sophocles, to us, 
Pacuv'ms, Accius, him of Cordova dead, 
To life again, to hear thy buskin tread 
And shake a stage ; or when, thy socks 

were on, 
Leave thee alone ■ for the comparison 
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Of all that insolent Greece, or haughty 

Rome, 
Sent forth, or since did from their ashes 

come. 
.Triumph, my Britain ! thou hast one to 

show, 
To whom all scenes of Europe homage owe. 
He was not for an age, but for all time ; 
And all the muses still were in their 

prime, 
When like Apollo he came forth to warm 
Our ears, or like a Mercury to charm. 
Nature herself was proud of his designs, 
And joy'd to wear the dressing of his 

lines ; 
Which were so richly spun, and woven so 

fit, 
As, since, she will vouchsafe no other wit : 
The merry Greek, tart Aristophanes, 
Neat Terence, witty Plautus, now not 

please ; 
But antiquated and deserted lie, 
As they were not of Nature's family. 
169 



Epitaphs 



Yet mast I not give Nature all ; thy art, 
My gentle Shakspeare, must enjoy a 

part : — 
For though the poet's matter nature be, 
His art doth give the fashion : and that he, 
Who casts to write a living line, must 

sweat, 
(Such as thine are) and strike the second 

heat 
Upon the muses' anvil ; turn the same, 
(And himself with it) that he thinks to 

frame ; 
Or, for the laurel, he may gain a scorn,' — 
For a good poet's made, as well as bom : 
And such wert thou. Look, how the 

father's face 
Lives in his issue .: even so the race 
Of Shakspeare's mind, and manners, 

brightly shines 
In his well'turned and true-filed lines ; 
In each of which be seems to shake a 

lance, 
As brandished ax the eyes of ignorance. 
170 



Epitaphs 

Sweet swan of Avon, what a sight it were, 
To see thee in our waters yet appear ; 
And make those flights upon the batiks 

of Thames, 
That so did take Eliza, and our James ! 
But stay ; I see thee in the hemisphere 
Advanc'd, and made a constellation 

there : — 
Shine forth, thou star of poets ; and with 

rage, 
Or influence, chide or cheer, the drooping 

stage ; 
Which, since thy flight from hence, hath 

mourn'd like night, 

And despairs day, but for thy volume's 

light ! 

Ben Jonson. 

xxvi 

THE Lady Mary Villiers lies 
Under this stone : with weeping eyes 
The parents that first gave her birth 
And their sad friends, laid her in earth. 
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If any of them, Reader, were 

Known tmto thee, shed a tear : 
Or if thyself possess a gem, 
As dear to thee as this to them ; 
Tho' a stranger to this place, 
Bewayle in theirs thine own hard case, 
For thou, perhaps, at thy returne 
Mayst find thy darling in an urne. 

Thomas Cakew, died 1639. 

XXVII 

m SARNESFIELD CHURCHYARD, IN THE 
COUNTY OF HEREFORD, IS A MONU- 
MENT CONSISTING OF THE EFFIGIES 
OF MR. JOHN ABEL AND HIS TWO 
WIVES, WITH THE EMBLEMS OF HIS 
PK0FE55JOW, EXECUTED BY HIS OWN 
HANDS AFTER HE HAD REACHED THE 
PATRIARCHAL ACE OF NINETY YEARS ; 
IT HAS THE FOLLOWING INSCRIPTION, 
BEING HIS OWN COMPOSITION— 

Tins ciaggy stone a covering is for an 
architectoi J s bed, 
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That lofty buildings raised on high, yet 

now lyes low his head : 
His line and rule, so death concludes, are 

locked up in store, 
Build they who list, or they who wist, for 
he can build no more. 
His house of clay could hold no longer, 
May heaven's joy frame him a stronger. 

John Abel. 
Vive ul vivas in vitani asternam. 
ob. 1694. a:t. suae xcvii. 

XXVIII 
ON THE TOMB OF THOMAS BROOKE, WHO 
DIED AT HUDDERSFIELD, IN THE YEAR 
1638, IN THE EIGHTY-SEVENTH YEAR 
OF HIS AGE 

In the Church 
Mylitant I fout 
So unshaken, 

That to the 
Church tryump- 
hant 1 am taken. 
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I am one o' th' 
Church still. 
Greeve not frends 
To know me ad- 
vanced higher : 
While I stayed 
I prayed, and now 
I sing in y c quier. 



XXIX 

ON HI;3 FIRST-BORN DAUGHTER 

Here lies, to each her parents' ruth, 

Mary, the daughter of their youth; 

Yet, all Heaven's gifts being Heaven's due, 

It makes the Father less to rue. 

At six months' end she parted hence 

With safety of her innocence; 

Whose soul Heaven's Queen (whose name 

she bears), 
In comfort of her mother's tears, 
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Hath plac'd among her Virgin-train ; 
Where, while that sever'd doth remain 
This grave partakes the fleshly birth. 
Which cover lightly, gentle earth. 

Ben Jonson. 



XXX 

IN PETERBOROUGH CATHEDRAL 

Against the west wall, on the north side, of the 
door, within the church, is the figure of R. Scarlet, 
formerly sexton here, and this inscription beneath 
it:— 

You see old Scarlet's picture stand on 

high, 
But at your feet there doth his body lye, 
His grave-stone doth his age and death 

time show, 
His office by these tokens you may know: 
Second to none for strength, and sturdie 

limine, 
A searbabe mighty voice, with visage 

griinin; 
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He had interr'd two queens within this 

place; 
And this town's householders in his live's 

space 
Twice over; but at length his own turn 

came, 
What he for others did, for him the same 
Was done: no doubt his soul doth live 

for ay 
In heaven, though here his body clad in 

clay. 
Upon a square freestone on the ground below. — 
IVLY. 2. 1594. 

14. S. 
/ETAT1S. 98. 

XXXI 

ON THE ADMIRABLE DRAMATIC POET, 
WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE 

What needs my Shakspeare for his 

honoured bones 
The labour of an age in piled stones? 
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Or that his hallowed reliques should be hid 
Under a star-y pointing pyramid? 
Dear son of memory, great heir of fame, 
What need's! thou such weak witness of 

thy name? 
Thou in our wonder and astonishment 
Hast built thyself a livelong monument. 
For whilst, to the shame of slow-endeavour- 
ing art, 
Thy easy numbers flow; and that each 

heart 
Hath, from the leaves of thy unvalued 

book, 
Those Delphic lines with deep impression 

took; 
Then thou, our fancy of itself bereaving, 
Dost make us marble with too much con- 
ceiving; 
And, so sepulchered, in such pomp dost lie, 
That kings, for such a tomb, would wish 
to die. 

ftfnyroN, 1608—1674. 
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XXXII 

tH CARLTON CHURCH, NORTHAMPTON- 
SHIRE 

Here lyes 
The body of a soul as good 
As cou'd inhabit flesh and blood; 
Such a wife and mother, few 
Of the purest ages knew. 
All her praises to discover 
Were to tell the Vertues over 
One by one, and to annex 
All the graces of that sex. 
Ask this weeping stone her name 
Reader, and the rest from fame. 

Margaret Palmer. 
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XXXIII 

IN THE CHURCHYARD OF THE DISUSED 
CHURCH OF UPHILL, ABOUT TWO 
MILES ALONG THE COAST FROM 
WESTON-SUPER-MARE 

Two' boisterous winds and Neptune's 
waves 

Have tossed us to and fro, 
In spite of both, by God's decree, 

We harbour here below, 
Where at an anchor we do ride 

With many of our fleet, 
Yet once again we shall set sail, 

Our Admiral Christ to meet. 

xsxiv 

ON HIS WIFE 

Thou need'st no tomb, my wife, for thou 

hast one 
To which all marble is as pumice-stone; 
Thou art engrav'd so deeply in my heart 
It shall outlast the strongest hand of art. 
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Death shall not blot thee thence, although 

i must 
In all my other parts dissolve to dust, 
For thy dear name, thy happy memory, 
May so embalm it for eternity, 
That when I rise, the name of my dear 

wife 
Shall there be seen as in the Book of Life. 
William Browne, 1590— 1645. 



xxxv 

ON BEN JONSON 

Here lies Jonson with the rest 

Of the poets; but the best. 

Reader, would'st thou more have known ? 

Ask his story, not this stone; 

That will speak what this can't tell 

Of his glory. So farewell. 

Ascribed to Hkkrick. 
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xxxvi 
A CONTRACTED EPITAPH 

Lo al yt eu 1 I spot y* su trhe had I 
At y' I gaf I g°d etct yt n°w have I 
Y' I neylu' gaf ne let yt now abie I 
Y' I kepe til I wet yt lost I. 
Lo, all that ever I spent, that sometime 

had I; 
All that I gave in good intent, that now 

have I; 
What I neither gave nor lent, that now 

suffer I; 
That I kept till I went, that lost 1. 

Coi-uhill Magazine, l.xvii. 258, March 1S91. 

XXXVII 

PROPOSED EPITAPH ON CHARLES II., BY 
THE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM 

Here lies our Sovereign Lord the King, 
Whose word no man relies on; 

Who never said a foolish thin;.; 
And never did a wise one. 
181 



Epitaphs 



XXXV J II 

ON THE TOMB OF SIR GODDARD PEM- 
BERTON, IN RUSHDEN CHURCH, 
NORTHAMPTON. OB. 1616. 

When all is done it only is the pen 
Can tell the world the good or ill of men. 
Stone, wood or brass whereon^there ought 

is writt 
Is soon as silent as those under it. 
And for tradition let the dead not trust 
Her to the living that we see unjust. 
Then for thy reverence to his generous 

race, 
The knight which here lies buried in this 

place, 
Hurt not this tomb, raze not what thou 

hast read, 
OH, in thy mercye, doe not wrong the 

dead, 

UEUORlM SACRUM. 



1 83 



Epitaphs 



XXXIX 
ON TWIN SISTERS 

Underneath this marble stone 

Lie two beauties joined in one. 

Two, whose loves death could not sever ; 

For both liv'd, both died together. 

Two, whose souls, being' too divine 

For earth, in their own sphere now shine. 

Who have left their loves to fame 

And their earth to earth again. 

Cowley, 1618— 1667, 



XL 

ON DR, liROOK, A CELEHU.ATKD MASTER 
OF THK CHARTER HO USE 

A brook, whose stream so great, so 

good, 
Was lov'd, was honoured, as a flood, 
Whose banks the Muses dwelt upon 
More than their own Helicon, 
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Here at length hath gladly found 
A quiet passage underground: 
Meanwhile his loved banks, now dry, 
The Muses with their tears supply. 

Ckashaw 
(Siejis to ike Temple, 1670, p. 98). 



XLI 

ON A WELL - KNOWN SHAKESPERIAN 
ACTOR 



Exit Burbage. 



ON DR. FULLER, 
TOE CELEBRATED DIVINE 

Here lies Fuller's earth. 
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XLIII 

ON THE DEATH OF JAMES GRAHAM, 
VISCOUNT DUNDEE, AT KILLIE- 
CRANKIE, 16S9. 

O last and best of Scots! who didst 

maintain 
Thy country's freedom from a foreign 

reign; 
New people fill the land now thou art 

gone, 
New gods the temples, and new Icings the 

throne. 
Scotland and thou did in each other live ; 
Nor would'st thou her, nor would she 

thee survive. 
Farewell, who dying did'st support the 

State, 
Andcould'st not fall but with thy country's 

fate. 

Dryden, 1631— 1701, 
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XLIV 
ON THE TOMB OF HIS DAUGHTER 

Dear child, farewell 1 that did'st in worth, 

Wit, piety, so far excel ! 
By closer ties than those of birth 

Knit to my heart, dear child, farewell ! 
Dear child, farewell 1 till Time bring 
round 

Those blessed ages, yet in store, 
When 1, if haply *vorthy found, 

Shall meet thee face to face once more! 
Dear child, come, no more to part, 

Shall I exclaim in rapture then; 
To bless a father's arms and heart, 

My child, my Mary, come again. 

I'Jk. R.OTEKT I.ow'iJt, 
Bishop of London, bom 17 to, died 1787 
{translated from the Latin by tin: late 

Lok» Derby), 
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XLV 

ON THE LAST JESTER KEPT IN ENGLAND, 
BURIED IN THE CHURCHYARD OF 
BERKELEY, GLOUCESTERSHIRE 

Here lies the Earl of Suffolk's fool, 

Men called him Dicky Pearce, 
Whose folly oft caused folk to laugh 

When wit and mirth were scarce. 
Poor Dick, alas ! is dead and gone, 

What signifies'!: to cry? 
Dickies enough are left behind 

To laugh at by and by. 

Attributed to Swift, 



XLVI 

Time was, I stood where thou dost now, 
And look'd, as thou look'st down on me; 

Time will be, thou shall lie as low, 
And others then look down on thee. 
Blackwood's Afagatine, Hi, 5.(8. 
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XLVII 

ON scaliger's grave 

One man lies stretched upon this mortal 

bier, 
Yet more than twenty tongues are silenced 

here. 

London Magazine, 1824 ( from the German). 



xlviii 

on two twin sisters 

Fajr marble, tell to future days 

That here two virgin sisters lie, 
Whose life employ'd each tongue in praise, 

Whose death gave tears to ev'ry eye. 
In stature, beauty, years and fame, 

Together as they grew, they shone; 
So much alike, so much the same, 

That Death mistook them both for one. 

Anon, 
{Quoted in Quarterly Review, fan, 1,865). 
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XLTX 
IN RIPON CHURCHYARD 

Reader, who gazest on this letter'd 

stone, 
My fate displaying', thoughtless of thine 

own, 
On this important truth thou may'st rely, 
To thee both death and judgment may be 

nigh. 
Oh ! let this solemn thought, whoe'er thou 

art, 
Find place within and regulate thy heart. 



ON THE TOME OF SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 
IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY, 1 723 

Kneliver, by Heav'ii and not a master 

taught, 
Whose art was nature, and whose pictures 

thought; 
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Now for two ages having snatched from 

Fate 
Whate'er was beauteous, or whate : er was 

great, 
Lies crowti'd with princes' honours, poets 1 

lays, 
Due to his merit and brave thirst of 

praise. 
Living", great Nature fear'd he might 

outvie 
Her works, and, dying, fears herself may 

die. 

Alexander Pope, tSSS— 1744. 



LI 
ON ADMIRAL BEAKS 

The wave it was his winding sheet, 

The ocean was his tomb ; 
But for bis fame the world itself 
Had not sufficient room, 

Anon. 
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LII 

AT YOXFORD, SUFFOLK 

On Anthony Cooke, 

Who deceased upon Ester Monday, Anno 
Domini 1613 

At the dire Sacrifice of the Pascall Lambe, 
April had Eayghte Days wepte,in Showers 

He came 
Lcene hungry Deathe, who never pity 

tooke, 
And 'cause the Feaste was ended slews 

the Cooke 
On Ester Monday. He lives then no 

dayes more, 
But synke to rise w<* them that rose be- 
fore, 
llees heerc entombed, a man of virtues 

line 
Out rcchtc his years, yet they were seavety 

nine. 
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He lefte on earthe terra children of eleven 
To keepe his name whilste himself went 
to Heaven. 



LIII 
INTENDED FOR HIS WIFE 

Here lies my wife : here let her lie ! 
Now she's at rest, and so am I. 

John Dryden, 163 i — 1701. 



LIV 
ON SOPHOCLES THF. POET 

Wi'KDR, gentle evergreen, to form a shade 

Around the tomb where Sophocles is laid ; 

Sweet ivy, winde thy boughs and inter- 
twine 

With blushing roses and the clustVing 
vine ; 
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Thus will thy lasting leaves, with beauties 

hung, 
Prove grateful emblems of the lays he 

sung : 
Whose soul, exalted like a God of wit, 
Among the Muses and the Graces writ. 
Spectator, No. 551 {from the Greek). 

LV 

IN THE CLOISTERS, WESTMINSTER 
ABBEY 

Jane Lister, dcare child. 
Vn 

A GLOUCESTERSHIRE GENTLEMAN 
WHO DIED I72S 

Here lies old Mr. Richard Tully, 
Who lived an C and 3 years fully, 
And three score years before the Mayor 
The sword of this city be did bear. 
Nine of his wives do bye him lye, 
So shall the tenth when she cloth die. 
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SELF-WRITTEN 
MATTHEW PRIOR'S 

Nobles and heralds, by your leave 
Here lie the bones of Matthew Prior, 

The son of Adam and of Eve ; 

Can Bourbon or Nassau go higher ? 
M r PRiOR, 1664— 1721. 



I,VIJI 
ON SHE ISAAC NEWTON 

Nature and Nature's Jaws lay hid in 

night : 
God said, " Let Newton be," and all was 

light 

Pope. 
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LIX 

FOR ONE (HIMSELF) WHO WOULD NOT 
BE BURIED IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY 

Heroes and kings, your distance keep ; 
In peace let one poor poet sleep, 
Who never flattered folks like you : 
Let Horace blush, and Virgil too. 

Pope. 



LX 
FOR HIMSELF 

Life is a jest, and all things show it. 
I thought so once, but now I know it. 
Gay, 1688— 1732. 
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LXI 

OH LORD CONINGSBY, WHO IN 1715 
IMPEACHED HARLEY, EARL OF OXFORD, 
OF "HIGH TREASON AND OTHER 
CRIMES AND MISDEMEANOURS" 

Here lies Lord Coningsby : be civil, 
The rest God knows, perhaps the devil. 

Pope. 



lxii 
on lord buckinghamshire's 

MONUMENT TO Dlii'DEN 

This Sheffield raised. The sacred dust 

below 
Was Dryden once. The rest who does 

not know? 

POPE. 
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LXIII 
IN LLANGOLLEN CHURCHYARD, WALES J 

Our life is but a summer's day : 
Some only breakfast, and away ; 
Others to dinner stay and are full fed ; 
The oldest man but sups and goes to bed. 
Large his account who lingers out the 

day; 
Who goes the soonest has the least to 

pay. 

LXIV 

ON SIR JOHN VANBRUGH 

Under this stone, reader, survey 
Dead Sir John Vanbrugh's house of clay. 
Lie heavy on him, earth ! for lie 
Laid many heavy loads on thee* 

Du. Abki, Evans, cirm 1700. 
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I,XV 
ON SIMON HARCOURT 

To this sad shrine, whoe'er thou art ! 

draw near : 
Here lies the friend most loved, the son 

most dear : 
Who ne'er knew ioy but friendship might 

divide, 
Or gave his father grief but when he 

died. 
How vain is reason, eloquence how 

weak ! 
If Pope must tell what Harcourt cannot 

speak. 
O, let thy once-lov'd friend inscribe thy 

stone 
And with a father's sorrows mix his own. 

Pore. 
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LXVI 

SAID TO BE INSCRIBED ON THE TOMB 
OF AN IDIOT BOY SOMEWHERE IN 
LANCASHIRE 

If innocence may claim a place in Heaven, 
And little be required for little given, 
My great Creator has for me in store 
A world of bliss — what can the wise have 
more ? 



LXVII 
ON STEPHEN R.UMBOLD, AT OXFORD 

He lived one hundred and five, 
Sanguine and strong ; 

An hundred to five 
You live not so long, 
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LXVHI 

ON COLEMAN, A JESUIT, 
EXECUTED IN THE REIGN OF CHARLES II. 

If Heaven be pleased when sinners cease 

to sin. 
If Hell be pleased when souls are damned 

therein, 
If Earth be pleased when it's rid of a 

knave, 
Then all are pleased, for Coleman's in 



his grave. 



Axon. 



lxix 

ON J'AETA 

Thee, Paeta, Death's relentless hand 

Cut off in earliest bloom. 
O, had the Fates for me ordainM 

To share an equal doom. 
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With joy this busy world I'd leave, 

This hated light resign, 
To lay me in the peaceful grave, 

And be for ever thine. 
Do thou, if Lethe court thy lip, 

To taste its stream forbear : 
Still in thy soul his image keep 

Who hastes to meet thee there. 
Safe o'er the dark and dreary shore 

In quest of thee I'll roam : 
Love with his lamp shall run before 

And break the circling gloom. 
Probably by Dr. John Joetin, 1698—1770 
{translated from the Latin, fy JAMES Mkykick, 
in Jorliti's Tracts). 

LXX 
ON THE TOMBSTONE OF ONE PETTO 
CLARKE IN THE CHURCHYARD Of 
WORSTEAD, NORFOLK 

THESE lines are not to praise the dead, 
But to admonish those by whom they're 
read ; 
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Whatever his failings were, leave them 

alone. 
And use thine utmost care to mend thine 

own. 



VSXX 

*ICK P. 
DIED MARCH 20, 17 J £ 

Here lies Fred, 

Who was alive, and is dead. 
Had it been his father 

I had much rather ; 
Had it been his mother, 

Better than another ; 
Had it been his sister, 

No one would have missed her ; 
Had it been his entire generation, \ 

So much the better for the nation ; 
But since ''tis only Fred, 

Who was alive, and is dead, 
There's no more to be said. 

Amok, 
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lxxh 

on hogarth 

by dr. johnson 

The hand of him here torpid lies 
That drew th' essential form of grace : 

Here closed in death th' attentive eyes 
That saw the manners in the face. 

S. Johnson, 1709— 1784. 



LXXIII 

ON PARKER HALL, WHO WAS BORN 
AND EXECUTED AT OXFORD 

Here lies Parker Hall, and what is more 

ravish. 
He was born, bred, and hanged in St. 

Thomas's parish, 
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LXXIV 
IN A CHURCHYARD AT ABERDEEN 

Here lies I, Martin Elginbrod, 
Have mercy on my soul, Lord God, 
As I would have gin I were God 
And thou -.vert Martin Elginbrod. 



LXXV 

ON A BABY, 
IN PETERBOROUGH CATHEDRAL, 1 666 

Here lies a babe that only cried 
In baptism to be washed from sin, and 
died. 
HACKCTT'S Select and Remarkable Bfttafhs, 
*7$7. '< X'H- 
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LXXVI 

IN THETFORD CHURCHYARD 

My grandfather lies buried here, 

My cousin Jane, and two uncles dear ; 

My fattier perish'd with inflammation in 

the thighs, 
And my sister drop't down dead in the 

Minories. 
But the reason I'm here interr'd, according 

to my thinking, 
Is owing to my good living and hard 

drinking ; 
If therefore, good Christians, you wish to 

live long, 
Don't drink too much wine, brandy, gin, 

or anything strong. 
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Lxxvir 

x\t chart sutton, kent 

To the Memory of ANN, wife ol 

THOMAS DAMANT. 

Enough, cold stone, suffice her long-loved 

name. 
Words are too weak to pay her virtue's 

claim ; 
Temples, and tombs, and tongues shall 

waste away, 
And power's vain pornp, in mouldering 

dust decay ; 
But ere mankind a wife more perfect see, 
Eternity, O Time ! shall bury thee. 
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LXXVIII 

DE MORTUIS NIL NISI BONUM 

[Said to be at Manchester.] 

Here lies John Hill, a man of skill, 
His age was five times ten, 

He never did good, nor never would, 
Had he lived as long again. 



LXX.IX 
IN WHITTLESEA CHURCHYARD 

Beneath this stone William Briggs Boyce 

lies, 
Be cares not now who laughs or cries ; 
He laughed when sober, and when mellow 
(He) was a harum-scarum fellow ; 
He gave to none designed offence, 
So " Honi soit qui mal y pense." 
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LXSX 

IN ST ANNE'S CHURCHYARD, SOHO 

[On Theodore, last King of Corsica, who died 
Dec. Ii, 1756, shortSy after his liberation from the 
King's Bench Prison, and is buried in the church- 
yard of St Anne's, Westminster-] 

Near this place is interred 

Theodore, King of Corsica ; 

Who died in this parish, Dec, 1 1, 

1756 

immediately after leaving 

the King's Bench Prison, 

by the benefit of the Act of Insolvency : 

In consequence of which 

he registered the kingdom of Corsica 

for the use of his creditors. 

The grave, great teacher, to a level brings 
Heroes and beggars, galley slaves and 
kings, 
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But Theodore this moral lesson learn'd 

ere dead : 
Fate pour'd its lesson on his living head, 
Bestow'd a kingdom, but deny'd him 

bread. 

Horace Walpole, 1717— 1797. 



LXXX.I 

UPON C. C. B., AGED 5 YKAKS, 
AT WALCOTT, NORFOLK 

When the Archangel's trump shall blow, 

And souls to bodies join, 
Many will wish their lives below 

Had been as short as mine. 
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LXXXII 
IN LYDD CHURCHYARD, KENT 

[In memory of Lieut. Thomas Edgar, R.N., 
who departed this life Oct. 17, iSoi, aged 56. 
He came into the Jv'avy at 10 years of age. Was 
in the memorable engagement with Admiral Hawk 
{sic), md sailed round the world in company with 
the unfortunate Captain Cook, of the Resolution, 
in his last voyage, when he was killed by the 
Indians at the island of Owhie, in the South Seas, 
the 14th February, 1778.] 

Tom Edgar at last has sailed out of the 

world, 
His shroud is put on and his topsails are 

furled : 
He lies snug in Death's boat, without any 

concern, 
And is moored for a full due ahead and 

astern. 
O'er the compass of life he has merrily 

run, 
His voyage completed, his reckoning 

done, 
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lxxxih 

in milton churchyard, gravesend, 
on the tombstone of francis 
potts, mariner 

All on the troubled ocean wide 

A life of toil I've spent, 
But here I lay beneath this sod, 

To all my friends' content. 
My anchor's cast, my sails are fiui'd, 

And here I am at rest ; 
Of all the harbours in the world, 

Sailors, this is the best. 

LXXXIV 

ON A TOMBSTONE BELONGING TO | 

WILLIAM HUGHES 

| Also in Bengeo old churchyard, Hertfordshire, 
with slight variations.] 

This World's a city full of Crooked Streets, 
Death is the Market-Place where each one 
meets ; 
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If life were only Merchandise to buy, 
The Rich would Jive, the poor alone would 
die. 



LXXXV 

AT WALCOTT, NORFOLK 
UPON A CHILD NAMED BLANCHE, AGED 6 

This lovely bud, so young and fair, 

Cut off by early doom, 
Just came to show how sweet a flower 

In Paradise will bloom. 



LXXXVI 

OK THE TOMBSTONE OF A CHILD 
BLIND FROM BIRTH 

There shall be no night there. 
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LXXXVII 
AT CHICHESTER 



Art thou in health and spirits gay ? 
I too was so the other day ; 
And thought myself of life as safe 
As thou who readst my epitaph. 



Lxxxvni 

ON FOP, A DOG BELONGING TO 
LADY THROCKMORTON, 1 792 

Though once a puppy, and though Fop by 

name, 
Here moulders one whose bones some 

honour claim. 
No sycophant, although of spaniel race, 
And, though no hound, a martyr to the 

chase— 
Ye squirrels, rabbits, leverets, rejoice ! 
Your haunts no longer echo to his voice ; 
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This record of his fate exulting view, 
He died worn out with vain pursuit of 

you. 
"Yes," — the indignant shade of Fop 

replies — 
" And, worn with vain pursuit, man also 

dies." 

William Cowfee, 1731— 1800. 



I.XXXIX 

Here lies, thank God, a woman who 
Quarrelled and stormed her whole life 

through ; 
Tread gently o'er her mouldering form, 
Or else you'll rouse another storm. 

Weckhehun 
(qwted in London Magazine, 1834). 
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xc 

EPITAPH ON THE MONUMENT OF 
ADMIRAL SAMUEL HARRINGTON, IN 
SHRIVENHAM CHURCH, BERKS 

HERE rests the Hero, who in glory's 

page 
Wrote his fair deeds for more than half 

an age. 
Here rests the patriot, who for England's 

good 
Each toil encountered, and each clime 

withstood. 
Here rests the Christian, his the loftier 

theme, 
To seize the conquest yet renounce the 

fame. 
He, when his arm St. Lucia's trophies 

boasts, 
Ascribes the glory to the Lord of Hosts ; 
And when the harder task remain'd be- 
hind, 
'Fhe passive courage and the will resign'd, 
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Patient the veteran victor yields his 

breath, 
Secure in Him who conquered sin and 

death. 

, Hannah More, 1746— 1833. 

xci 

ON A FELLOW OF TRINITY COLLEGE, 
CAMBRIDGE 

Here lies a Doctor of Divinity 
Who was a Fellow, too, of Trinity ; 
He knew as much about Divinity 
As other Fellows know of Trinity. 

Porsok, 1759— 1808, 

XCH 

ON MR. JAMES PECK 

Here lies a Peck, which some men say 
Was first of all a Peck of clay ; 
This, wrought with skill divine, while fresh, 
Became a curious Peck of flesh : 
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Through various forms its Maker ran, 
Then, adding breath, made Peck a man. 
Full sixty years Peck felt life's bubbles, 
Till Death relieved a Peck of troubles. 
Thus fell poor Peck, as all things must, 
And here he lies— a Peck of dust. 



xcm 

ON A MAN WHO WAS TOO POOR TO BE 
BURIED WITH HIS RELATIONS IN THE 
CHURCH AT ICI.NGSBR1DGE, DEVON 

Here lie I, at the chancel door, 
Here I lie, because I'm poor ; 
The further in, the more to pay, 
Here lie 1 as warm as they. 
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XCIV 
IN PEWSEY CHURCH 

Heee lies the body of 
Lady O'Looney, 

Great niece of Burke, commonly 

Called the Sublime. 
She was 

Bland, passionate, and deeply religious ; 

Also she painted in water colours, 

And sent several pictures to the Exhi- 
bition. 

She was first cousin to Lady Jones, 

And. of such is the Kingdom of Heaven. 

XCV 
ON SUE NATHANIEL WRAXALL 

Misplacing, mi staking, 
Misquoting, misdating 
Men, manners, things and facts all, 
Here lies Sir Nathan. Wraxall. 

G. Colmah, the younger. 
(For variants see Notes and Queries, 1884. ) 
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XCVI 

IN BRAD1NG CHURCHYARD, ISLE OF 
WIGHT, ON ANN, THE WIFE OF R. 
BERRY, OF ALVERSTONE FARM, WHO 
DIED AT THE AGE OF TWENTY-FIVE, 
1790 

Forgive, blest shade, the tributary tear 
That mourns thy exit from a world 
like this ; 
Forgive the wish that would have kept 
thee here, 
And stayed thy progress to the realms 
of bliss. 
No more confined to grovelling scenes 
of night, 
No more a tenant pent in mortal clay ; 
We rather now should hail thy glorious 
flight 
And trace thy journey to the realms of 
day. 

Miss Annjj Steki.k. 
{See Notes ami Queries, 11/ StrUt, 

VOl, X., p. 2Ii}.) 
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XCVII 
ON OLIVER GOLDSMITH 

Here lies Nolly Goldsmith, for shortness 

called Noll, 
Who wrote like an angel, but talked like 

poor Poll. 

David Gakkick, 1716— 1779. 



XCVIII 
AT EDINBURGH 
JOHN M e FHERS0M 

Was a wonderful person. 
He stood 6 ft 2 without his shoe, 
And he was slew 
At Waterloo. 
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XCIX 

UPON ONE BKAWNE AN IRISHMAN, BUT 
A CORNISH BEGGAR 

Here Brawne, the quondam beggar, lies 

Who counted by his tale, 
Some six score winters and above : 

Such virtue is in ale. 
Ale was his mcate, his drinke, his cloth, 

Ale did his death reprieve ; 
And could he still have drunk his ale, 

He had been still alive. 



C 
ON A GIRL WHO DIED YOUNG 

She took the cup of life to sip, 
Too bitter 'twas to drain ; 

She meekly put it from her lip, 
And went to sleep again. 

Anon, {quoted in Arimdi/ia Caini). 
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CI 
ON AN INFANT 

Paraphrased mom Uhlasd 

Thou art come and gone with footfall 
low, 
A wanderer hastening to depart ; 
Whither and whence? We only know 
From God thou wast, with God thou 
art 



CII 

at wolstant0w 
Mrs, Awn Jennings 

Some have children, some have none : 
Here lies the mother of twenty-one. 
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CHI 

ON A SAILOR, 

WRITTEN BY HIS MESSMATE 

Here lies honest Jack, to the lobsters a 

prey, 
Who liv'd like a sailor, free, hearty and gay ; 
His rigging well fitted, his sides close 

and tight, 
His bread-room well furnished, his main- 
mast upright ; 
When Death, like a pirate, built solely 

for plunder, 
Thus hailed honest Jack, in a voice loud 

as thunder : — 
" Drop your peak, my old boy, and your 

topsails throw back, 
For already too long you've remained on 

that tack." 
jack heard the dread call, and without 

more ado 
His sails flattened in, and his bark she 

hove to. 

Anon. 
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CIV 

LORD BYRON'S INSCRIPTION ON THE 
MONUMENT OF HIS DOG 

Near this spot 

Are deposited the remains of one 

Who possessed beauty without vanity, 

Strength without insolence, 

Courage without ferocity, 

And. all the virtues of man without his 

vices, 
This praise, which would be unmeaning' 
flattery 
If inscribed over human ashes, 
Is but a just tribute to the memory of 

Boatswain, a dog, 

Who was born at Newfoundland, May 

1803, 
And died at HewStead Abbey, Nov. 18, 

180& 
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CV 
AT WINCHESTER 

Here sleeps in peace a Hampshire Gren- 
adier, 

Who caught his death by drinking cold 
small beer. 

Soldiers, be wise from his untimely fall, 

And, when ye're hot, drink strong or none 
at all. 

evi 

ON JO. ELACKETT, POET AND SHOEMAKER, 
OF SEAHAM, NEAR SUNDERLAND. 

Stranger, behold interr'd together, 
The souls of learning and of leather. 
Poor joe is gone, but left his all, 
You'll find his relics in a stall. 
His works were neat, and often found 
Well stitch'd, and with morocco bound, 
Tread lightly — where, the bard is laid 
He cannot mend the shoe he made ; 
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Yet he is happy in his hole 
With verse immortal as his sole ; 
But still to business he held fast, 
And stuck to Pbcebus to the last. 
Then who shall say so good a fellow 
Was only leather and prunella ? 
For character — he did not lack it, 
And if he did — 'twere shame to Black it ! 
Loed Byrok, 1788— 1S24. 

CVH 

Ere sin could blight or sorrow fade, 
Death came with friendly care ; 

The opening hud to heaven conveyed ' 
And bade it blossom there. 

S. T. Colkhipge. ' 

CVHI 

Here lies a poor woman who always was 
tired, 
She lived in a house where no help 
wasn't hired. 
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The last words she said were " Dear 
friends, I am going, 
Where washing an't wanted, nor mend- 
ing, nor sewing. 
There all things is done just exact to my 
wishes, 
For where folk don't eat there's no 
washing of dishes. 
In Heaven loud anthems for ever are 
ringing, 
But having no voice, I'll keep clear of 
the singing. 
Don't mourn for me now, don't mourn for 
rne never ; 
I'm going to do nothing for ever and 
ever," 
Quoted by J AMES Pavn in Conihiil Magazine {?). 
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CIX 

ARCHBISHOP WHATELEY'S ELEGY ON 

DEAN BUCKLAND, PROFESSOR OF 

GEOLOGY m THE UNIVERSITY OF 
OXFORD 

Mourn, Ammonites, mourn o'er his 
funeral urn 

Whose neck you shali grace no more. 
Gneiss, granite, and slate, he settled your 
date, 

And his ye must now deplore. 
Weep, caverns, weep, with infiltering drip, 

Your recesses he'll cease to explore, 
For mineral veins and organic remains 

No stratum again will he bore. 

His eloquence rolled like a deluge retiring 

Which mastodon carcasses floated, 
A subject obscure with fresh interest in- 
spiring, 
Young and old on geology doted. 
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He stood 'forth an Outlier : his hearers 
admiring 
With pencil each anecdote noted. 

Where shall we our great Professor inter 

That in peace may rest his bones? 
If we hew him a rocky sepulchre, 
■ ■ He'll arise and break the stones, 
And examine each stratum all around, 
For he's quite in his element under- 
ground. 

If with mattock and spade his remains 
we lay 
In the common alluvial soil, 
He'll spring up and snatch those tools 
away 
Of his own geological toil. 
In a stratum so new the Professor disdains 
That imbedded should be his "organic 
remains." 
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Then exposed to the drip of some case- 
hard'ning spring 
Let him stand in a stalactite shower, 
And to Oxford the petrified sage let us 
' bring 

When he is encrusted all over. 
There, mid mammoths and crocodiles, 

high on a shelf, 
Let him stand as a monument raised to 
himself. 



ex 

IN Tim CHURCHYARD OF LENTON 
HEAR GRANTHAM, LINC. 

SilK was 

Bat words are wanting to say what. 

Think what a wife should be, 

And she was that. 

[The date on th« tombstone is 1864,] 
NoUs and Queries, %, 385 {see also 387), 
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CXI 

ON A DEPARTED MEMORY 

SACRED 

TO THE MEMORY, 

Which always deserts me 
At critical moments. 
It passed pieceably away 
On the 1st of Smalls, 1892. 

iTA TESTAMUR. 



CXII 

AN EPITAPH 

Earth builds upon the earth 

Castles and towers ; 

Earth says to the earth, 

All shall be ours. 

Anon. 
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CX.II I 
ON CHARLES KNIGHT 

Good Knight. 

Douglas Jerrold 

cs.iv 

OH A CHILD, FOUR YEARS OLD, WEO 
WAS BURNT TO DEATH 

" O ! " 
Says the gardener as he passes down tl.c 

walk, 
* Who destroyed that flower ? who plucked 
thai plant ? : ' 

His fellow-servant said 
"The Master" : 
And the gardener held his peace. 

cxv 

EPITAPH ON A GREAT TALKER 

Hie taeet, 

Amos. 
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CXVI 
ON A TOMBSTONE IN NEW JERSEY, U.S.A. 

Reader, pass on, don't waste your time 
On bad biography and bitter rhyme ; 
For what I am, this crumbling' clay in- 
sures, 
And what I was is no affair of yours. 

CXVI I 
IN MEMORIAM 

Eleanor Lady smart, 

WIDOW OF ADMIRAL OF THE FLEET 

SIR R. SMART, K.C.B. 

DIED AT CHISWICK, AUGUST 1893. 

O BRAVE and true ! heart of gold ! 
Such lives as yours our England needs 

In these last days, so dull and cold, 
Of weakened faith and waning creeds. 

Your soul with loyal ardours bum'd 
When tales were told of valour tried ; 

from you the simple rule we learn'd, 
" lie duty done, whate'er betide !" 
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Unvexed by care, you still retain'd 
A ctiild-like temper, blithe and gay ; 

hov'd the great moving world, and 
gaan'd 
New friends, fresh interests, day by day. 

No wasting pains, of sickness born, 
About your bed their vigil kept ; 

But tenderly, one summer morn 
God's finger touched you — and you slept. 

H. F. Wilson 
( The Osiers, Ckimkk Mall ). 



CXVIII 

W HAMM.ERSFIEIJD CHURCHYARD, SUF- 
FOLK, OW ROBERT CRYTOFT, OB. l8.(0, 
MT. 90 

As I waJk'd by myself, I talk'd to myself, 

And thus myself said to me j 
Look to thyself, arid take care of thyself, 

For nobody cares for thee. 
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So I turned to myself, and I answered 
myself 

In the selfsame reverie, 
Look to myself, or look not to myself, 

The selfsame thing it will be. 



CXIX 

THE FOLLOWING EPITAPH, IN HARROW 
CHURCHYARD, HAS BEEN ATTRIBUTED 
TO LORD BYRON 

Beneath these green trees, rising to the 

skies, 
The planter of them, Isaac Greentree, 

lies ; 
A time shall come when these green trees 

shall fall 
And Isaac Greentree rise above them all. 
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CXX 

ON ROBERT TROLLOP, ARCHITECT, IN 
GATESHEAD CHURCHYARD, DURHAM 

Here lies Robert Trollop 
Who made yon stones roll up ; 
When Death took his sou! up, 
His body fill'd this hole up. 



cxxr 

ON THE CENOTAPH OF SIR JOHN 
FRANKLIN IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY 

Not here! the white North hath thy 
bones, and thou, 
Heroic sailor soul, 
Art passing on thy happier voyage now 
Toward no earthly pole, 

Tekotson. 
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CXXll 
EPITAPH ON A LITTLE SLAVE GIRL 

Underneath this greedy stone 

Lies little sweet Erotion, 

Whom the Fates, with hearts as cold, 

Nipped away at six years old. 

Thou, whoever thou may'st be, 

That hast this small field after me, 

Let the yearly rites be paid 

To her little slender shade ; 

So shall no disease or jar 

Hurt thy house, or chill thy Lar ; 

But this tomb be here alone 

The only melancholy stone. 

Leigh Hunt, 1784— 1859 
(Prom Martial, v. 34). 

CXXHI 
IN WINCHESTER COLLEGE CHAPEL 

Too dearly lov'd, thy God hath called 
thee. Go ! 
Co, thou best portion of my widowed 
heart ! 
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And thou, poor remnant, lingering here 
in woe, 
So learn to follow as no more to part. 

Written by the Rev. C, Wordsworth, 
on the death of his wife. 



CXXIV 
ON HOSE AYLMER 

[The Hon. Rose Aylmer, daughter of Lord 
Aylmer, died at Calcutta, March i3oo.] 

Ah, what avails the sceptred race, 

Ah, what the form divine ! 
When every virtue, every grace, 

Rose Aylmer, all were thine. 
Hose Aylmer! whom these wakeful 
eyes 

May weep, but never see, 
A night of memories and sighs 

I consecrate to thee. 

W, S. Lamms. 
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cxxv 
JOHN ANTHONY FROUDE, DIED 1894 

Now, when heroic memories pass 
Like sunset shadows from the grass, 
When England's children cry and stir 
Each for himself, and few for her ; 
We may think tenderly of one 
Who told, like no unworthy son, 
Her history, and who loved to draw 
Champions : a younger England saw. 
We act no critic's part, and when 
They rate him less than lesser men, 
We feel the golden thread that goes 
To link the periods of his prose. 
Perhaps our busy breathless age, 
That leaves unopened history's page, 
Hath need of work like his to strike 
Imperial chords, Tyrtasus like. 

St. James's Gasette 

CXXVI 
IN GILLINGHAM CHURCHYARD, KENT 
TAKE lime in time while time doth last, 
For time is not when lime is past, 
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CXXVII 
AT LAUNCESTON, TASMANIA 

Underneath this pile of stones 
Lie the remains of Mary Jones ; 
Her name was Lloyd, it was not Jones, 
But Jones was put to rhyme with stones. 



CXXVII! 

OM A TABLET. OVER THE REMAINS OF 
FELICIA HEMANS, IN ST. ANNE'S 
CHURCH. DUBLIN, ARE THE LINES— 

Calm on the bosom of thy God, 

Fair spirit f jest thee now ; 
E'en while with ours thy footsteps trod, 

His seal was on thy brow. 
Dust to its narrow house beneath, 

Soul to its place on high ! 
They who have seen thy look in death 

No more may fear to die. 
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NOTES TO THE EPIGRAMS 

XII 

Portuna multis dat nimis, satis nulli. 

XXII 

Hardly, perhaps, an epigram, but loo pretty 
to omit. 



Compare with this Dryden's celebrated verses 
in Aiirungzeh, of which Maeaulay says, "There 
are not eight liner lines in Lucretius," 

When I consider life, 'tis all. a cheat ; 
Yet, fool'd with hope, men favour the deceit ; 
Trust on, and think to-morrow will repay: 
To-morrow's falser than the former day ; 
Lies worse, ami, while it says we shall be blest 
With some new joys, cuts off what we posscsst, 
Strange cozenage ! None would live past years 

again, 
Yet ail hope pleasure in what yet remain ; 
And from the dregs of life think to receive 
What the first sprightly running could not give. 
Avrtingsebe (Act IV, sc. i.). 
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The following epigram, which seems hardly 
worthy of insertion in the text, was written in 
consequence of Queen Elizabeth having dined on 
board Sir Francis Drake's ship on his return from 
circumnavigating the globe — 

O Nature 1 to old England sSill 

Continue these mistakes ; 
Give us for all our Kings such Queens, 

And for our Dux such Drakes. 
CLEEICUS {Notes and Queries, Jan. 24, 1852}. 



Readers of Macaulay's History will remember 
the nickname of " Undipped John " applied to 
'Tillotson by the nonjurors. As for William III. , 
the fact of his having been christened in infancy 
is beyond doubt. See Davies's History of Hol- 
land. 1842, ii. 694 note. For a full account of 
the Prince's baptism see Altzeraa, Saken ■van 
Start en Oorlogh, dui. jit. 551. 



A good example of the virulence of Jacobite 
parly feeling. 



Dr. Johnson pronounced these lines by Dr, 
Doddridge to he "one of the finest epigrams in 
ttee English language." 
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See Notes and Queries for Dec. 1890, where it is 
attributed to W. Payne. See also Notes and 
Queries for Jan. 1891, where the following lines 
are quoted — 

Satire should, like a polished razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that's scarcely felt or 

seen. 
Thine is an oyster knife that hacks and hews. 
The rage but not the talent to abuse. 

From Verses addressed to the Imitator" of the 
First Satire of the Second Book of Horace (Lady 
M. W. Montagu's Works, v. 153). 

This answer to Pope is said' to have been the 
joint composition of Lady M. W. Montagu and 
Lord Harvey. 

LII 

The lady was Henrietta, wife of Charles 
Howard, afterwards ninth Karl of Suffolk, Lady 
of the Bedchamber to Queen Caroline. See 
Henri of Midlothian, eh. xxi. 

LIU 

Whether Dean Aldricli wrote these lines is not 
certain. It is, however, certain that he wrote the 
Latin epigram of which they are a translation— 

Si bene cammemini, eaiisi-- sunt quinqut bibendi. 

Hospitis adventus; frasent sitis: atque fu- 
turn; 

U! vjni bom las; ,:l ipurlibet altera causa. 
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The last three lines have been re-translated into 
Latin by that celebrated scholar the late R. 
Sbileto, of Trinity College, Cambridge, in the 
strange metre of Horace, Gd. iii. 12, thus — 

Gener&sum iibi z>inum ; tibi dutch sit amicus ; 
Sitias nunc, nieiuas ne sitias fast; rape 
guar/wis 
Aliatn deniqiti causam. 

LV 

Roseoe traces the idea of this epigram to Sir 
W, Temple's Beads designed for an Essay on 
Conversation. See Dodd's Epigrammatists, p, 
323 {Bonn's Series). 



From the Poetical Register ( 1 3io- 1 1 ), Spranger 
Barry, Garrick's rival in popularity, if not in 
power, was barn In 17x9, and died in' 1777, 

W. Davenport Adams, 

LXXV1I 

The inscription was on a mural tablet al the 
east end of the Duke's vault, near St, Mary's 
Chape), to the Cathedral, 

Nichols 
Sibi et suis, posteriusque eerum 
Hoe Mypogx-um mnu K C. 
Carohts Kichmondias, Oviniffi 

Et Albtniaci dux. 
Anno n;t:» Chrfstianoe 1750. 
Hmc est ditmus ■ultima, 
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Usually ascribed to Pope ; but Rev. H. P. 
Dodd, in bis Epigrammatists (G. Bell & Sons, 
1S76) proves it to have been written by Young. 
See Spence's Anecdotes, 1830, 377. 

LXXXI 

The Lion-Head of the Centurion. Excerpt 
from the Saturday Magazine, March 16, 1S33 : 
"In the course of last' year, this Lion was re- 
moved to Windsor, as a present to his Majesty ; 
and the following lines, in imitation of the 
original inscription, have been sent to us on the 
occasion of this movement — 

Such was this travell'd Lion's boast, 
Contented with bis humbler post, 
While Anson sate in lordly state, 
To hear his fellow lords debate. 
But travell'd now to Windsor's dome, 
The Lion boasts a prouder home, 
Which our brave sailor-king affords 
Than Anson in the House of Lords." 

Nates and Queries, FeS. 1S93, 

LXXXII 

Written during the first American war. See 
Not® and Queries, July 22, :i8 S4 . The curious 
will find the names of the two contractors in 
A'otes and Queries, 1st S., vol. x, p, 115. 
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To dye "in grain" meant "to dye of a fast 
colour, by means of cochineal, etc." — whence 
" grained " = deeply dyed. Hamlet {Act III. 
sc. iv. 1. 90). 

The phrase is an old one : see Piers Plowman, 
iii 14 , and the note. 

W. W. Skeat. 

Rogue in grain is a metaphor derived from an 
irremovable dye, Ingrain. It has nothing to do 
v,'ith dealings in grain or corn. 

"Ingrain colour." The term "ingrain" is 
applied to fabrics dyed wish a particularly durable 
or fast shade of scarlet. The process of dyeing is 
so costly that "ingrain colours" are always 
quoted at an advance upon the price of * ' common 
colours." The origin of the term is of great 
anttaaily, Gran-ian in Latin signifies "a seed," 
and it v/as early applied to ail minute objects in 
the same way as we now say "grains of sand." 
The small insect coccus which produces the 
beautiful red dye, is called in Latin grunum horn 
its similarity to small seeds. This became grame 
in French, mA grain Jn English. "Grain," 
therefore, as a colouring matter is the dye from 
the coccus or Kermes insect, and ' ' ingrain " is an 
;i :;,-:. .-ration of the phrase "dyed in grain," 
Shakespeare uses the phrase in Comedy of Errors 
(tot III. sc. II), and Twelfth, Night. (Act 1. sc. v.). 

"Carmine" from Kermes, the dried bodies of 
European, insects somewhat similar to Mexican 
cochineal, 

E, Edwards, 

" Grain," colour {gram, Ital. and Spa ). Reds 
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and purples dyed with the grain or seed called 
cochineal. 

N. Bailey. 

See also Brewer, s.v. , and Marsh's Lectures 
on the English Language, 4th American Edition, 
New York, 1861, pp. 66—74. 

Lxxxtv ' * 

Dr. Evans, a man of great genius, the friend of 
Pope and of other writers of the period, was of 
St. John's College, Oxford, and took his degree 
in 1699. He is generally styled " Dr. Evans the 
Epigrammatist," and it is therefore probable that 
he wrote much in that style. The epigram in the 
text is ascribed in the Additions to Pope to Dr. 
Tadlow ; in the Poetical Calendar, and in 
Nichols's Collection, to Dr. Conyers, with some 
variations. 



Translated by Cumberland, in the Observer, 
No. 78, from the Greek of Pherecrates, who 
flourished B.C. 436. 

LXXXVIIt 

From the Latin of Martial, iv. 21. See West- 
minster Jievieiu for 1853. 



From the Latin of Martial, v. 47, 
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xcni 
Charles Lamb quotes Fuller on St. Monica — 
" Drawing near her death, she sent most pious 

thoughts as harbingers to heaven, and her soul 

saw a glimpse of happiness through the chinks of 

her sickness-broken body." 

Probably Waller stole the idea from Fuller: 

Fuller had conceit enough to set up half-a-dozen 

poets. 

xcvni 

The relative merits of ancient and modern 
writers greatly exercised the literary world in the 
time of Queen Anne. Sir William Temple wrote 
a treatise on the subject, which was attacked by 
William Wotton. Swift entered into the con- 
troversy in his famous Battle of the Books — 

Some for the Ancients zealously declare, 
Others our Modern wits are fools aver. 
A third affirms that they are much, the same. 
And (life only as to time and name : 
Yet sure ona more distinction may be told, 
Those once were new, these never shall be old. 

Anon. 



The statue still stands on (lie steeple of the 
eimrtb in Hart Street, but the iion and unicorn 
which the architect intended should be repre- 
sented climbing up its terraced sides have never 
bees placed there, 
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exit 

This has been attributed to Swift. It is really 
an admirable translation from the French of 
Scevole de St. Marthe, 1536— 1650. See also 
Prior — 

Yes, every poet is a fool, 

By demonstration Ned can show it ; 
Happy, could Ned's inverted rule 
Prove every fool to be a poet. 

English Epigrams. 

CX1V 

"It is worthy of remark," says Barhnm, "that 
the piece of sound criticism contained in these 
lines is to be attributed to Addison." On reading 
the sixth number of the Tatler, where the subject 
is discussed, he at once detected Steele to be the 
author, having himself pointed out to him the 
poet's nicety of taste in varying the epithets with 
the circumstances. 

W. D. Adams. 

cxxx 

From Dodd's Epigrammatists. "Miss Floyd 
is said to have been connected with the Berkeley 
family. She resided with Lady Betty Germaine, 
daughter* of the Second Earl of Berkeley, and 
wife of Sir John Germaine, of Drayton, North- 
amptonshire, In 171 3 her beauty was impaired 
by the small-pox. She was alive and unmarried 
in 1738, as she is mentioned in a letter from Lady 
Betty to Swift of that date" (Pope's Works, 
Supplemental Vol., rgeij, p. 107). 
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" Unlike most epigrams," says a writer in Notes 
and Queries, " the point was in the first line, the 
'sword undrawn." I well remember its first 
appearance (in, I think, the Morning Chronicle), 
and we thought it was Jekyll's ; some one after- 
wards added a couplet, not very neatly expressed, 
but quits as near the historical truth as the 
rest— 

What then, in mischief's name, can stop 'era? 

They both are waiting for Home Pophaai. 

Notes and Queries, Jan, zo, 1855. 

CXLV 

Dr. Samael Goodenough, Bishop of Carlisle, 
preached before the House of Commons on the 
Fast Day in 1795, and before the House of Lords 
on a similar occasion in 1,809. See Nichols' 
Literary Illustrations, vi. 251, 



The Duchess to whom this compliment was 
paid was probably Lady Georgina Elizabeth 
Byng, daughter of the fourth Viscount Tomngton, 
and first wife of the sixth Duke of Bedford, 



Probably tbis v/tm in Sydney Smith's mind 
when, en hearing ilmt the Common Council were 
252 



Notes 



thinking of paving the city with wood, he re- 
marked : "Why don't they lay their heads 
together? " 

CXLVIII 

This is clearly a translation of 

Oinne epigramma sit instar apis : sit aculeus ill i : 
Sint sua mella ; sit et corporis exigui, 

commonly attributed, but wrongly, to Martial. 
The real author is unknown. On the number of 
lines of which an epigram should consist, compare 

iray'KaXdv tin' t7rlypa/xfj.a to Sia-TixoV vv <5t 

irupiXQiis 
Tods TpeTs, paif/woet?, icouk 1-tt iy pa p. ;xa ttoieT?. 

Cyril, apud Jacobs. 
This reminds one of the remark of a French 
writer, " En avemt, e'est un cri de guerre; Mi£ 
Gattftir KSnig und Vaterland, e'est un discours. " 

CLIV 

Earl Spencer invented an overcoat without 
skirts, which went by his name. Lord Sandwich 
brought into fashion the arrangement of meat and 
bread named after him. See Notes and Queries, 
■2nd S,, vii. , May 28, 1859. 



Thomas Lord Erskine, born 1728, died 1833, 
Rogers's dictum on this epigram was, " Far from 
bad," 

Table Talk, 1856, p. 54. 
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cxxvin 



The Dame of the artist is omitted in the original ; 
it was, however, understood at the time to be that 
of a well-known Edinburgh paiater. 



Sent or a piece of paper by Jeltyll to Baron 
Garrow, who had been labouring: during a cross- 
examination to prove by the evidence of a pre- 
varicating old woman that a tender of money had 
been made. 



Evidently the origin of F. C. Burnand's 

CLXXVIII 

Rogers's Italy appeared in 1882, and is beauti- 
fully flJiisi rated. Hence the above lines, which 
are merely a versification of a iitol by Luttrell. 

W. 0. Adams {English Epigrams). 



An eminent judge, liviien a junior a( the bar, in 
referring to some questionable proceedings, ob- 
served ; "Now, gentlemen of the jury, the un- 
fortunate defendant had been amusing himself by 
flying kites," " poing what?" interrupted the 
judge. "Flying kites, my lord; putting his 
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name to accommodation bills." ' ' Why are they 
called kites?" inquired the judge. "Why, my 
lord, as in the case of schoolboys' kites, there is a 
connection between the kite and the wind , only, 
there the wind raises the kite, and here the kite 
raises the wind." 

Notes and Queries, 1S84. 



The allusion is, of course, to Dryden's Alex- 
ander's Feast. 

Let old Timotheus yield (he prize 

Or both divide the crown ; 
He rais'd a mortal to the skies, 

She drew an angel down. 



A play, now wholly forgotten, was acted by 
convicts at Sydney. In the prologue, written by 
Harrington, occurs this couplet, which is not 
likely soon to be forgotten. 

CO 

At the period of the taking of Quebec and the 
death of Wolfe, Mr. Fox (afterwards Lord 
Holland) was Paymaster of tile Forces, and had 
rendered himself unpopular by accumulating a 
considerable fortune by perquisites of office and 
the interest of money in hand. Hence the 
satirical play on his name in (he epigram. That 
his peculations had been enormous is evident from 
the fact that after his death his executor was 
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compelled to pay into the Treasury the sum of 
£200,000. In the latter part of his life he amused 
himself by building, at a vast expense, a fantastic 
villa at KlDgsgate, near Margate, Some very 
severe stanzas by Gray were suggested by a view 
of this seat. The following are the opening 
lines — 

QM and abandon'd by each venal friend, 
Here Holland took the pious resolution 

To smuggle a few years, and strive to mend 
A broken character and constitution. 

Dodb's Epigrammatists (Bonn's Series). 



The author of this epigram is unknown. Pro- 
fessor Pryme tells us that Francis Wrangbam, 
one of the most brilliant scholars of his day, 
missed his election to a Fellowship at Trinity 
Hall, because Dr.. jowett suspected him of being 
the author of this epigram. He had fenced in a 
small angle of the college from the public foot- 
path. Jokes being passed ©H the small size of the 
garden, Jowett turned it into a gravelled plot, 
upon which the author added the following lines 
to his epigram — 

Because this garden made a tittle talk, 
He changed it to a little gravel walk. 

An inferior man was elected to the Fellowship, 
and the whole University was astonished. If the 
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epigram was the cause, it was a gross piece of in- 
justice, especially as Wrangham told Professor 
Pryme, many years afterwards, that he did not 
write it, but only repeated it because he found it 
clever. It has been attributed to Porson, and is 
much in his style. 

Paraphrased from The Epigrammatists (Bohn's 
Series). — See also Life of R. 'Parson, by J. Selby 
Watson, 1861. 

ccv 

It is not probable that Sir Walter took this 
from a Greek epigram, but the thought is almost 
identical in one, by an uncertain author, on the 
Pharos at Smyrna {Jacobs, iv., 196, coclxxii.), 
translated by D. 

Dreading no more the shrouding mists of night, 

The sailor boldly steers within my light : 

For all who navigate the wat'ry deep 

A meteor, gleaming far, my watch X keep : 

In memory of Aselepiades's toil 

I stand aloft 'mid ocean's wild turmoil, 

ccxm 
Compare Byron's 
When Little's leaclless pistol met his eye, etc. 

ccxxiv 
The. last stanza of Mrs. Barbauld's poem, Life, 
Written when she was very old, of which Rogers 
Raid : " I know few linos finer," 

Doui/s Epiy/tmviiifjsls (Bonn's Series), 
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ccxxv 



A fair example of the lowest form of epigram — 
the returning epigram. 



All the personages mentioned in this epigram 
were real The Chancellor was Lord Ekjon, 
whose favourite phrase is here quoted. It was 
written by Mr., afterwards Sir George, Rose. 
Soon afterwards Lord Eldon, after deciding a 
case against Rose, said with a waggish look at 
him: "In this case, Mr. Rose, the Chancellor 
does not doubt." 



Dr. jowett. Master of Balhol, on hearing the 
second of these epigrams, said: "But, Professor 
Tborold Rogers, is it not possible to be both 
blustering and blundering 1" 

CCXXXV 

This couplet appeared in the Guardian, March 
?., *%■*>, C. TewmaA, I find in Dodd's 
Epigrammatists, p. 622, was born 1791, educated 
at Winchester and Emmanuel College, Gum- 
bridge, Rector of Kingston-on-Sea, Sussex, For 
many years the friend and correspondent of 
W, Stewart Rose, Sir Walter Scott and most of 
the literary celebrities of his day. Died 1:870. 

An American paper has a similar idea in the 
foUOK'iiii! form ; 
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Dialogue : 
Clergyman : I've lost my portmanteau. 
Traveller ; I pity your grief. 
Clergyman : All my sermons are in it. 
Traveller; I pity the thief. 

This also appears in W. Davenport Adams' 
English Epigrams (Routledge & Sons), p. 104. 



NOTES TO THE EPITAPHS 



Lyve well arid Dye never, 
Dye well and Live ever. 

This couplet closes the notice of the death of a 
rather remarkable lady, described as follows :— 

' ' Hear?, lyeth the oodys of Joanne Brodnax the. 
loifc of Boberl Brodnax who had syx $o?ines eV* 
ey<;ht daughters &■' she departed this worlds the 3 
d'aye of January Zjqs Being of the age of xxxix 
yeans,'* 

Notes and Queries, June 1890. 



This epitaph is quoted to Notes and Queries, 
J*m. rg, 1884, on the occasion of a writer in the 
Saturday A'e't.'-ie'm, Nov. 10, 1.883, remarking that 
" there is ft great, want of reason to believe that 
there was such a. person as Sit John Mandeviile 
nt all." 
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These pathetic iines are anonymous. They are 
to be found on many grave-stones ; their fame is 
chiefly due to their having been inscribed on 
Shakespeare's tomb. There is no reason to sup- 
pose that he wrote them himself, though Wash- 
ington Irvmg {Sketclir-book, London: John Murray, 
1822, vol. ii. p. 158} seems inclined to think, that 
he did. 



This epitaph requires more explanation than I 
can give. Why Hercules with his club should 
come on in the last line but one, and bow he 
should have been enabled to deal that far-reaching 
blow is to me inexplicable. 

For other versions see Notes and Qt.te.rUs, 1889, 
p. 225, and Caret's Life, edited try W, Carew 
Hariitt, 1S70, p. 7«, 



XVI 

This celebrated epitaph is usually ascribed to 
Ben jonscm, but the Rev, If. V. Dodd ( The Jifii- 
gfiunmaiht^ and ed.., G. Bell & Sons, London, 
1876) satisfactorily proves it to U: by William 
Jftov.'nc, 1593-1045. f have written (he third 
word " sabie,"aithoujrrt I much prefer " marble," 
for which, however, I can find no authority. See 
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the article " Herse" in the Glossary of Architecture 
{J. H. Parker, Oxford, 1850), and also in Liitrd 

Dictionnaire da la Langue Francaise, Paris, 1SS5. 



The name of the lady upon whom this most 

exquisite epitaph was written is unknown. Jonson 
wished it to be concealed, and the secret seems to 
have been carefully kept till the means of tracing 
it were lost. — Dodo. 



This epitaph in various forms occurs in many 
parts of the country, for example at Gorleston 
and at Si Peter's, Thanet. 



XLIII 

A very free rendering of the original Latin 

epitaph, which runs as follows : — 

m MORTUM VICECQMITIS TAQBUNBNSIS 
Ultime Scotarutri, potuit quo sospite solo 

[Marias patricu salya fuisse tttae ; 
Te morknte, novos acccpit Scotia eivc$ t 
Accessilaue. navos, te i/wrieute, Deos, 
Ilia MM xuperasse negat, tit nan poles illi, 

Mrgo Calcdowtiic namen inane yah; 
Tiupud vain, ge/ttts prisma furtissi we dut:lor> 
Ultima Scotorum alque ultima Gmmt, vak. 
Archibald Pitcairn. 
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xuv 



Robert Lowih, Bishop of London, X760 — 1787. 

The tomb, with the Latin inscription, is at 
Cuddesden. The English version is in Lord 
Derby's Translations of Poems Ancient and 
Modern, 1682, p. 87. 

Dodd's Epigrammatists, p. 393. 



Mr, Chamock mentions Dr. Latham's sugges- 
tion that "dicky" and "donkey" are identical in 
meaning, and I suppose equally applicable to 
a foolish person. I at any rate infer the former 
word to mean a fool from the following singular 
epitaph in the churchyard of Berkeley in Glou- 
cestershire to the memory, it is said, of the last 
jester kept in England. It is attributed to the 
pen of the versatile and witty Jonathan Swift, 
Dean of St. Patrick's. (Here follows the epitaph. ) 

JOHN PlCKFOKD. M.A. 
' Bolton Percy, near Tacieaster 
(Notes and Queries, n,tk §„ V),, Aug. »7, 1810). 



ffl EFPJC1EM SCA1.1CER7 tit B1BU0THBCA 

sEityArAM 

Inter milk ttl/ros fnec sedes dignios ulla) 
Quae lulit immensus Scaliger ora vides ; 

Milk Bfrros, tiospes, nimhtm ne re$pice, major 

liic, tWl quern Monttro, Mbliotkeca fuit. 
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Here, 'mid these thousand books, a fit retreat, 
The likeness of great Scaliger you meet. 
The books regard not, piled up shelf on shelf, 
A. vaster library was he himself. 

North British Review, March 1865. 



It seems probable that Prior borrowed these 
lines from an ancient Scottish epitaph :— 

John Carnagie lies here, 

Descended from Adam and Eve ; 
If any can boast of a pedigree higher, 
He will willingly give them leave. 
See Notes and Queries, 1st S., vol. i. p. 48. 



THE STAGE OF LIFE 

Our Life's a journey on a winter's day ; 
Some only break their fast, and so away ; 
Others stay dinner, and depart full-fed, 
The deepest age but sups and goes to bed : 
He's mosl in debt that lingers out the day ; 
Who dies betimes has less and less to pay. 
77ie Festoon, ed, 1767, p. 58. 

The same idea occurs in many epitaphs, A 
very full collection of parallel passages will be 
found in The Bfiigmmvmtists, by the Key. H. P. 
Dodd (I.-,. Bell & 'Sons, 1876, and ed.t, 
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J. R., writing; in Notes and Queries, May aoth, 
3:852, says : " The elegy on Coleman I have seen 
paraphrased or travestied, and thus attributed to 
Dry-den, who, not being able to pay his wine- 
merchant's bill, was told, on dining with his 
creditor, that if he(Dryden) would improvise lour 
lines, expressive of pleasure to God, to the Devil, 
to the World, and to the Merchant, the debt 
would be forgiven. Instantly, therefore, the poet 
extern porized. the following verses, sufficiently 
redolent of their inspiring source : 

God is pseased when we abstain from sin. 

The devil is pleas' d when we remain therein ; 

The world is pleas' d with good wine, 

And you're pleased when I pay for mine. 
The elegy on Coleman has been, applied in 
a slightly altered form to Burnet. See Notes and 
Queries, 1st S. 

LXIX 
The anginal Latin epitaph was published by 
Dr. Jortin, as a "fragment of an inscription" 
in ancient form. Burmarai admitted it into his 
I-Stin Anthology, and commended it highly, 
though questioning its antiquity. 

Doup, p. 30. 

I.XX 

Compare ; 

Whawaimever failings on his part 
He were a. corn, and seedsman in Ms hart. 
DtCKBNS, Great Expectations. 
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It was necessary to give one specimen like this 
of a kind of epitaph not rare in our churchyards — 
the purely simple and silly epitaph. 



The action at St. Lucia, alluded to in the 
epitaph, conferred much honour on Admiral 
Barrington, who repulsed the French fleet, 
though far superior in forces, and thus saved the 
transports, with provisions and stores for the 
army, which would otherwise have fallen into the 
hands of the enemy. 

In illustration of the line, " And when the 

harder task remain'd behind," compare an 

epitaph in Chichester churchyard ,{sic), .1798 

(Gentleman's Magazine, hcfct, part ii. 1072) : 

Here lies an old soldier, whom all must applaud, 

Since he suffer'd much hardship at home and 

abroad ; 
But the hardest engagement he ever was in 
Was the battle of Self in the Conquest of Sin. 

An anonymous epitaph may be added, which is 
found in Wit Rtstorti, ed. 1817, ii. 234 : 

When I was young, in wars 1 shed my blood, 
Both for my King and for my country's good : 
in elder years, my care was chief to he 
Soldier to Him that shed His blood for me. 

TluP.pii.;r,tiiim,ilh!s,h-j the Rev. H, P. DoDD, 
M.A., of Pembroke College, Oxford. (G. Bell 
& Sons, 1876.) 
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The pun that runs through this composition is 
poor, and the humour not rich, but it is a fair 
sample of a jesting epitaph ; a kind of epitaph not 
generally meant contemptuously. 



Sir .Nathaniel WraxalL For variants see Notes 
and Queries, 1SS4. 



A very poor variant of this epitaph may be 
found on the tomb of a child six months old at 
Brighton. 

He tasted of Life's bitter cup, 
Refused to drink the potion up, 
But turn'd his little head aside 
Disgusted with the taste, and died. 

Ismdon Magazine, 1S21. 

civ 

Lord Byron thus announced the death of his 
favourite to his friend Hodgson ; " Boatswain is 
dead I I have bow lost everything, except Old. 
Murray." By the will executed in mi, he 
directed that his own tody should be buried in a 
vault 1.B the garden, near his faithful dog. 

CV 

G. L, S. sends this epitaph to /Votes and 
Queries, July z6, 185(3, add says: "I copied it 
team tut inscription on a tombstone in the church.- 
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yard of Winchester Cathedral. . . I have divided 
the lines exactly as they appear on the tomb- 
stone, and beg to direct your attention to the 
ambiguity of ' when hot,' which might apply either 
to the beer or to its victim ; also to the disembodi- 
ment of the North Hants Militia, in April 1802, 
being assignable (owing to the obscure language) 
to the destruction of 'the original stone,' and not to 
the Peace of Amiens, which was ratified March 
1802. The inference drawn by the poet that the 
grenadier was killed by the smallness of the beer, 
and not by its want of caloric, is as original as it 
is correct." 

In Memory of 
THOMAS THETCIIER, 
A. Grenadier of the North Regiment 
of Hants Militia, who died of a 
violent fever, contracted by drinking 
small beer when hot the isth of May, 
1769, aged 26 years. 

In grateful remembrance of 
whose universal 
good will towards his comrades 

this stone 
is placed here at their expense 

as a small 
testimony of their regard and concern. 

(Here follow the verses) : 

This memorial, being decayed, was restored by 
the officers of the garrison, A.n. 1781. 

An honest soldier never is forgot, 
Whether he die by musket or by pot. 
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This stone was placed by the North Hants 
Militia when disembodied at Winchester 
On 26th April 1802, in consequence of 
The original stone being destroyed. 

cviii 
** Here lies a poor wonaan," in Notes and 
Queries, March 1889, is referred to Longmans' 
Magasyiite, Jan. 1884, 

CX 
Compare an epitaph in Torrington churchyard, 
Devon : 

She was — but words are wanting 

to say what. 
Think what a woman should 
be — she was that. " 
See also Cleanings for the Curious. (Griffith, 
Faj-ran & Co., 1890, p. 574-) 

cxxiu 
Translated by the late Earl of Derby : 
/, nimium dUectit, vocal Deus / /, dona nostrae 
Pan animae ,/ moerens altera, disce segui. 



The lines (which also occur in the churchyard 
of fit Thomas, at Ryde) will be found in Poems 
by Felicia tfumans, vol. ji. p. 1:04, and in the 
Siege of Vnknaa, by Mrs. Hemans (vol. iii, 
p. 379 of Blackwood's edition, .1-839), mk form 
part of the hymn chanted over the bier of Xirnena, 
the daughter of tins Guvemor of Valencia, 
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